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The attempt which was made by the Western Union 
Telegraph Company, in 1865-6 and ’7, to build an over- 
land line to Europe via, Alaska, Behring’s Straits, and 
Siberia, was in some respects the most remarkable un- 
dertaking of the present century. Bold in its conception, 
and important in the ends at which it aimed, it attracted 
at one time the attention of the whole civilized world, 
and -ivas regarded as the greatest telegraphic enterprise 
which had ever engaged American capital. Like all un- 
successful ventures, however, in this progressive age, it 
has been speedily forgotten, and the brilliant success of 
the Atlantic Cable has driven it entirely out of the public 
mind. Most readers are familiar with the jirincipal facts 
ill the history of this enterprise, from its organization to 
its ultimate -abandonment; but only a few, even of its 
original projectors, know anything about the work which 
it accomplished in British Columbia, Alaska, and Siberia ; 
the obstacles which were met and overcome by its ex^ilor- 
ing and working parties ; and the contributions which it 
made to our knowledge of an hitherto untravelled, un- 
visited region. Its employes, in the course of two years, 
explored nearly six thousand miles of unbroken wilderness, 
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extending from Vancouver’s Island on the American coast 
to Behring’s Straits, and from Behring’s Straits to the 
Chinese frontier in Asia. The traces of their deserted 
camps may be found in the wildest mountain fastnesses 
of Kamtchatka, on the vast desolate plains of Northeast- 
ern Siberia, and throughout the gloomy pine forests of 
Alaska and British Columbia. Mounted on reindeer, they 
traversed the most rugged passes of the north Asiatic 
mountains ; they floated in skin canoes down the great 
rivers of the north ; .slept in the smoky pologs of the Sibe- 
rian Chookchces ; and camped out upon desolate northern 
plains in temperatures of 50° and 60° below zero. The 
poles which they erected and the houses which they built 
now stand alone in an encircling wilderness , — the only re- 
sults of their three years’ labor and suffering, and the only 
monuments of an abandoned enterprise. 

It is not my purpose to write a history of the Russo- 
American Telegraph. The success of i*s rival, the At- 
lantic Cable, has completely overshadowed its early impor- 
tance, and its ov.m failure has deprived it of all its interest 
for American readers. Though its histoiy, however, be 
unimportant, the surveys and exploi'ations which were 
])lanned and executed under its auspices have a value and 
an interest of their own, aside from the object for which 
they were undertaken. Tire territory Avhich they covered 
is little known to the reading world, and its nomadic in- 
Iialritants have been rarely visited by civilized man. Only 
a few adventurous traders and fur-hunters have ever pene- 
trated its almost unbroken solitudes, and it is not probable 
that civilized men will ever follow in their steps. The 
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country holds out to the ordinary traveller no inducement 
commensurate with the risk and hardship which its ex- 
ploration involves. 

Two of the employes of the Russo-American Tele- 
graph Company, Messrs. Whymper and Dali, have al- 
ready published accounts of their travels in various parts 
of British Columbia and Alaska y and believing that a his- 
tory of the Company’s explorations on the other side of 
Behring’s Straits will possess equal interest, I have writ- 
ten the following narrative, of two years’ life in North- 
eastern Siberia. It makes no irretensions whatever to 
fulness of scientific information, nor to any very extraor- 
dinary researches of any kind. It is intended simply to 
convey as clear and accurate an idea as possible of the 
inhabitants, scenery, customs, and general external fea- 
tures of a new and comparatively unknown country. It 
is essentially a personal narrative of life in Siberia and 
Kamtchatka; and its claim to attention lies rather in the 
freshness of the subject, than in any special devotion to 
science or skill of treatment. 
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CHAPTER L 


The Riisso-American Telegraph Company, or, as it Avas 
more properly called, the “Western: Union Extension,” 
was organized at New York in the summer of 1 864. The 
idea of a line from America to Europe, by tvay of Behring’s 
Straits, had existed for many years in the minds of several 
prominent telegraphers, and had been proposed by Perry 
McD. Collins, Esq., as early as 1857, wheir he made his 
trip across Northern Asia. It was never seriously con- 
sidered, however, until after the failure of the first Atlan- 
tic cable, when the expediency of an overland line betrveen 
the two continents began to be earnestly discussed. The 
plan of Mr. Collins, which was submitted to the W^estern 
Union Telegraph Company of Nerv York as early as 1863, 
seemed to be the most practicable of all the projects 
which were suggested for inter-continental communication. 
It proposed to unite the telegraphic systems of America 
and Russia by a line through British Columbia, Russian 
America, and North-eastern Siberia, meeting the Russian 
lines at the mouth of the Amoor River on the Asiatic, 
coast, and forming one continuous girdle of wire nearly 
round the gloht'. 
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This plan possessed many very obvious advantages. It 
called for no long cables. It provided for a line which 
would run everywhere overland, except for a short dis- 
tance at Behring’s Straits, and which could be easily re- 
paired when injured by accident or storm. It promised 
also to extend its line eventually down the Asiatic coast 
to Pekin, and to develop a large and |)roiitable business 
■with China. 'All these considerations recommended it 
strongly to the favor of cai')italists and practical telegi-aph 
men, and it was finally adopted by the AVestern Union 
Telegraph Co. in 1863. It was, of counsc, foreseen that 
the next Atlantic cable might succeed, and that such suc- 
cess AVOuld prove very damaging, if not fatal, to the prospects 
of the proposed overland line. Such an event, however, 
did not seem probable, and in view of all the circumstances, 
the' company decided to assume the inevitable risk. 

A contract was entered into with the Russian Govern- 
ment, ]‘)roviding for the extension of the latter’s line tlirough 
Siberia to the mouth of the Amoor River, and granting to 
the Company certain extraordinary privileges in Rtissia-fi 
teriitory. Similar concessions were obtained in 1864 from 
tl-io British Government; assistance was promised by our 
own Congress; and the “Western Union Extension Com- 
prmy” was immediately' organized, with a nominal capital 
of 0,000,000. Th<e stock was rapidly taken, principally 
by the stockholders of the original Western Union Com- 
pany, and an assessment of five per cent, was immediate- 
ly made to jirovide funds for the prosecution of tire work. 
Such was the faith at this time in the ultimate success of 
the enterprise, that its stock sold in two months for seven- 
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ty-five dollars per .share, with only one assessment of five 
dollars ] laid in. 

In August, 1864, Col Cha.s. S. Bulkley, formerly Super- 
intendent of Military Telegraphs in tire Department of the 
(lulf, was appointed Engineer-in-chief of the proposed 
line, and in December he sailed from New York for San 
JYancisco, to organize and fit out exploring partic.s, and 
begin active operations. 

Led by a de.sire of identilying myself with .so novel and 
important, an enterprise, as well as by a natural love of 
travel and adventure which I bad never before been able 
to gratify, I offered nry services as an explorer soon after 
the projection of the line. My application was favorably 
considered, and on the i'3th of December I sailed from 
New York with the Engineer-in-chief, for the proposed 
headquarters of the company at San Francisco. Col. 
Ilulkley, immediately after his arrival, opened an office in 
Montgomery street, and began organizing exploring par- 
ties to make a preliminary survey of the route of the line. 
No sooner did it become noised about the city that men 
M ere Avanted to explore the unknown regiems of Briti.sh 
(.'olumbia, Russian America, and Siberia, than the com- 
})anv’s office was thronged with eager applicants for po.si- 
tions, in any and every capacity. 

Adventurous MicaAvbers, ^Yho had long been waiting for 
someihing of this kind to turn up ; broken down miners, 
who hoped to retrieve their fortunes in nc\v gold fields yet 
lO be discovered in the north ; and returned soldiers thirst- 
ing t! ir fresh excitement,— all hastened to offer their ser\-ii:cs 
as pioneers in the great work. Trained and skilled engi- 
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iicci-s were in active demand ; but the supply of only ordi- 
nary men, who made up in enthusiasm what they lacked 
in experience, was unlimited. 

Month after month passed slowly away in the selection, 
or{j,’anuation, and equipment of parties, until at last, in June, 
1865, the company’s vessels were I'eported ready for sea. 

The plan of operations, as far as it had then been decided 
u]:)on, was to land one party in British Columbia, near the 
mouth of the Frazer River ; one in Russian America, at 
Norton’s Sound; and one on the Asiatic side of Behring’s 
Straits, at the mouth of the Anadyr River. These parties, 
under the direction respectively of Messrs. Pope, Kenni- 
cott, and Macrae, were directed to push back into the in- 
terior, following as far as practicable the courses of the 
rivers upon which they were landed ; to obtain all possible 
information with regard to the climate, soil, timber, and 
inhabitants of the regions traversed ; and to locate, in a 
general way, a route for the proposed line. 

The two American parties would have comparatively 
advantageous bases of operations at Victoria and Fort St. 
Michael ; but the Siberian party, if left on the Asiatic coast 
at all, must be landed near Behring’s Straits, on the edge 
of a bai'ren, desolate region, nearly a thousand miles from 
any known settlement. Thrown thus upon its own re- 
sources, in an unknown country, and among nomadic tribes 
of hostile natives, witliout any means of interior transpor- 
tation except canoes, the safety and success of this parly 
were b}’- no means assured. It was even asserted by 
many friends of the enterprise, that to leave men in such 
a situation, and under such circumstances, was to abandon 
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them to almost certain death ; and the 'Russian Consul at 
ban hranci SCO wrote a letter to Colonel Jlulkley, adv'isiiig 
him strongly not to land a party on the Asiatic coast of 
the North Pacific, hut to send it instead to one of die 
Russian ports of the Okhotsk Sea, where it could establish 
a base oi supplies, obtain information with regard to the 
interior, and procure liorses or dog-sledges for overland 
explorations in any desired direction. 

The Avisdom and good sense of this advice were ajipa- 
rent to all ; but unfortunately the Engineer-in-chief had 
no vessel which he could send with a party into the 
Okhotsk Sea ; and if men wmre landed at all that summer 
on the Asiatic coast, they must be landed near 13ehring’s 
Straits. 

Late in June, however, Col. Bulkley learned that a small 
Russian trading vessel, called the ‘‘Olga,” wars about to 
sail from San Francisco for Kamtchatka and the south- 
west coast of the Okhotsk Sea, and he succeeded in pre- 
vailing upon the owners to take four men as passengers to 
the Russian settlement of Nikokevsk, at the mouth of the 
Amoor River. This, although not as t|esirahle a point for 
beginning operations as some others bin the north coast of 
the sea, was still much better than any which could be se- 
lected on the Asiatic coast of the North Pacific ; and a 
party rvassoon organized to sail in the “Olga” for Kam- 
tchatka and the mouth of the Amoor. This party consist- 
ed of Major S. Abaza, a Russian gentleman w'ho had been 
appointed superintendent of the wmrk, and Generalissimo 
of the forces in Siberia ; James A. Mahood, a civil engineer 
of reputation in California ; R. J. Bush, tvho had just re- 
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turned from litree years’ active service in the Carolinas ; 
and myself, — not a very formidable force in point of num- 
bers, nor a very remarkable one in point of experience, 
but strong in hope, self-reliance, and enthusiasm. 

On the 28th of June we were notified that the brig 
Olga” had nearly all her cargo aboard, and would have 

immediate dispatch'' 

This marine metaphor, as we afterward learned, meant 
only that she would sail some time in the course of the 
summer; but we, in our trustful inexperience, supposed 
that the brig must be all ready to cast off her moorings, 
and the announcement threw us into all the excitement 
and confusion of hasty preparation for a start. Dress coats, 
linen shirts, and fine boots were recklessly thrown or given 
away ; blankets, heavy shoes, and over-shirts of flannel 
were purchased in large quantities; Ballard & Sharpes’ rifles, 
revolvers, and bowie-knives of formidable dimensions gave 
our room the appearance of a disorganized arsenal ; pots 
of arsenic, jars of alcohol, butterfly-nets, snake-bags, pill- 
boxes, and a dozen other implements and appliances of sci- 
ence about which we knew nothing, were given to us by 
our enthusiastic naturalists and packed away in big boxes ; 
Vrangoll’s Travels, Gray’s Botany, and a few scientific 
works -were added to our small library ; and before night 
we were able to report ourselves ready — armed and equip- 
jicd for any adventure, from the capture of a new species 
c'f bug, to the conquest of Kamtchatka ! 

As it was against all precedent to go to sea without 
looking at the ship, Bush and I appointed ourselves an 
c.xamining committee for the party, and walked down to 
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the wharf where she lay, I'he Captain, a bluff Aniericauizecl 
Gernian, met us at the gangway and guided us tlu-ough the 
Hide l)rig fniju stern to stern. Our lirnitcduiavine expcrienee 
wouldirt have ipialifiedus to pass an rav Ai'/Z/tv/zv? judgiuent 
upon the sea-rvorthiness of a mud scow ; but Bush, with char- 
acteristic impudence and versatility of talent, discoursed 
learnedly to the Captain upon the beauty of his vessel’s 
‘‘//V/t'j" (whatever those were), her spread of canvas and 
luiild gciierally, — discussed the comparu live merits of .single 
and double topsails, and nevv patent yard-sling.s, and reef- 
ing-tadvle, and altogether displayed .such an amount of 
nautical learning that it completely crushed me and stag- 
gered even the Captain. 

1 sironglv suspected that Bush had acipiired most of his 
knowledge of sea terms from a cursory perusal of ‘Cjow- 
ditch’s Navigator,” which I had sertn lying on the office 
tabic, and I privately resolved to procure a compact edi- 
tion of Marryat’s sea tales as soon as 1 should go ashore, 
and just overwhelm him next time with such accumulated 
stores of nautical erudition that he would hide liis dimin- 
ished head. I had a dim recollection of reading some- 
thing in Cooper’s novels about a ship’s dead heads and cat’s 
eyes, or cat heads and dead eyes, I couldn’t remember 
which, and, determined not to be ignored as an inexperi- 
enced landlubber, I gazed in a vague sort of way^ into 
the rigging, and made a few very general ohservalions 
upon the nature of dead-eyes and spanker-booms. The 
Captain, however, jironiptly annihilated me by demanding 
categorically whether I had ever seen the spanker-boom 
jammed with the foretops’byard, with the wind abeam. I 
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replied meekly that I believed such a catastrophe had 
never occurred under my immediate observation, and as he 
turned to Bush with a smile of commiseration for my igno- 
rance I ground my teeth and -went below to inspect the 
pantry. Here I felt more at home. The long rows of 
canned provisions, beef stock, concentrated milk, pie fruits, 
and a small keg, bearing the quaint inscription, “Zante 
cur.,” soon soothed my perturbed spirit and convinced me 
beyond the shadow of a doubt that the “ Olga” was stanch 
and sea-worthy, and built in the latest and most improved 
style of marine arcliitecture, 

I thei'efore went up to tell Bush that Iliad made a care- 
ful and critical examination of the vessel below, and that she 
would undoubtedly do. I omitted to state the nature of 
the observations upon w'hich this conclusion was founded, 
but he asked no troublesome questions, and we returned to 
the office ivith a favorable report of the’ ship’s build, capa- 
city, and outfit. 

On Saturday, July ist, the “Olga” took in the last of 
her cargo, and. was hauled out into the stream. 

Our farewell letters were hastily written home, our final 
preparations made, and at nine o’clock on Monday morn- 
ing we assembled at the Howard street wharf, where the 
steam-tug lay which was to tow us out to sea.. 

A Inrge party of friends had gathered to bid us good- 
by ; and the pier, covered with bright dresses and blue 
uniforms, presented quite a holiday appearance in the 
warm clear sunshine of a California morning. 

Our last instructions were delivered to us by Colonel 
Bulkl^y, with many hearty wishes for our health and sue- 
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cess ; laiigliing invitations to “come and see us” iverc ex- 
tended to our less fortunate comrades who were left be- 
hind ; requests to send back specimens of the North Pole 
and the Aurora Borealis were intermingled with directions 
for preserving birds and collecting bugs ; and amid a gen- 
eral confusion of congratulations, good wishes, cautions, 
bantering challenges, and tearful farewells, the sleanieris 
bell rang. Dal!, ever alive to the interests of his beloved 
science, grasped me cordially by the hand, saying, “ Good- 
by, George. God bless )'Ou ! Keep your eye out fo]’ 
land snails and skulls of the wild animals!” 

Miss B said pleadingly, “Take care of my dear 

brother ; ” and as I ]>romised to care for him as if he were 
my own, I thought of another sister for away, who, could 
she be present, would echo the request, “Take care of my 
dear brother.” With waving handkerchiefs and repeated 
good-byes, we moved slowly from the wharf, and, steaming- 
round in a great semicircle to where the “Olga” was ly- 
ing, we were transferred to the little brig, w'hich, for the 
next two months, was to be our home. 

The steamer towed us outside the “heads” ,pf the 
Golden Gate, and then cast oil ; and as she passed us on 
her way back, our friends gathered in a little group on the 
forward deck, with the Cohmel at their head, and gave 
three generous cheers for the “ First Siberian exploring 
part}'.” We replied with three more, — our last farewell to 
civili/ation, — and silently watched the lessening figure of 
the steamer, until the white handkerchief w’hich Arnold 
had tied to the backstays could no longer be seen, and 
we were rocking alone on the long swells of the Pacific. 


CHAPTER II. 



” He tool; great content and exceeding delight in his voyage, as who doth not 
,s shall attempt the like.” — B urton. 


At Se.\, 700 Miles N. W. of San Francisco. 

Wednesday, July iztk, 1S65. 

Ten days ago, on the eve of our departure for the Asiatic 
coast, full of high hopes and joyful anticipations of pleas- 
ure, I wrote in a fair round hand on this opening page of 
my journal, the above sentence from Burton ; never once 
doubting, in my enthusiasm, the complete realization of 
those “future joys,” which to “fancy’s eye” lay in such 
“ bright uncertainty,” or suspecting that “ a life on the 
ocean wave ” was not a state of the highest felicity at- 
tainable on earth. The quotation seemed to me an ex- 
ti-emely happy one, and I mentally blessed the quaint old 
Anatomist of Melancholy for providing me with a motto 
at once so simple and so appropriate. Of course “ he 
Look great content and exceeding delight in his voyage ; ” 
and the wholly unwarranted assumption that because “ he ” 
did, every one else necessarily mus/, did not strike me 
as being in the least absurd. 

On the contrary, it carried all the ’iveight of the severest 
logical demonstration, and I would have treated with con- 
tempt any suggestion of possible disappointment. My 
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ideas of sea life had been derived principally from glow- 
ing descriptions of poetical marine sunsets, of “summer 
isles of Kden, lying in dark purple spheres of sea,” and of 
those “moonlight nights on lonely waters” with whiclt 
poets have for ages beguiled ignorant landsmen into 
ocean voyages. Fogs, storms, and sea-sickness did not 
enter at all into my conceptions of marine jtlicnomcna ; 
or if I did admit the possibility of a storm, it was only as 
a picturesiiiie, highly poetical manifestation of wind and 
water in action, without any of tlie disagreealrle features 
ii’liich attend those elements under more prosaic circum- 
stances. 1 had, it is true, experienced a litde rough 
weather on my voyage to California,’ but my memory had 
long since idealized it into something grand and poetical ; 
and I looked forward even to a storm on the Pacific as 
an experience not only pleasant, bat highly desirable. 
The illusion was very pleasant v'hile it lasted ; but — it is 
over, 'Fen days of real sea life have converted the 
“ bright uncertainty of future joys ” into a daiT and de- 
cided certainty of future misery, and left me to mourn the 
incompatibility of poetry and truth. Burton is a hum- 
bug, Tennyson a fraud, I’m a victim, and Byron and 
I’h-ncter are accessaries before the tact. Never again 
will T pin my fliilh to poets, d’hey may tell the truth 
nearly enough for poetical consistency, but their judg- 
ment is hopelessly perverted and their imagination is too 
luxuriantly vivid for a truthful realistic delineation of sea 
life. Byron’s “ I.ondon Packet” is a brilliant exception, 
but 1 remember no other in the whole range of poetical 
literature. 
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Our life since we left port has certainly been anything 
but poetical. 

For nearly a week we suffered all the indescribable 
miseries of sea-sickness, without any alleviating circum- 
stances whatever. Day after day we lay in our narrow 
berths, too sick to read, too unhappy to talk, watching 
the cabin lamp as it swung uneasily in its well-oiled gim- 
bals, and listening to the gurgle and swash of the water 
around the after dead-lights, and the regular clank, clanlc 
of the blocks of the trisail sheet as the rolling of the vessel 
swung the heavy boom from side to side. 

We all professed to be enthusiastic supporters of the 
Tapleyan philosophy —jollity under all circumstances ; 
but we failed most lamentably in reconciling our practice 
with our principles. There was not the faintest suggestion 
of jollity in the appearance of the four motionless, pros- 
trate figures against the wall. Sea-sickness had triiimi)hed 
over philosophy ! Prospective and retrospective revery 
of a decidedly gloomy character was our only occupation. 

1 remember speculating curiously upon the probability of 
Noah’s having ever been sea-sick ; wondering how the sea- 
going qualities of the ark would compare with those of 
our brig, and whether she had our brig’s uncomfortable 
way of jiitching about in a heavy swell ■ 

If she had — and I almost smiled at the idea — what an 
unhappy experience it must have been for the poor 
animals ! 

1 wmndered also if Jason and Ulysses were born with 
“ sea legs,” or whether they had to go through the same 
unpleasant process that we did to get them on. 
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Concluded finally that “sea legs,” like some diseases, 
must be a diaboliiial invention of modern times, and that 
the ancients got along in some way without them. Then, 
looking intently at tlie ily-specks upon the painted boards 
ten inches from my eyes, I would recall all the bright an- 
ticipations with which I had sailed from San rraucisco, 
and turn over, with a groan of disgust, to the wall. 

I wonder if any one has ever written down on paper 
his sea-sick reveries. There are “ Evening Keveries ” 
“Reveries of a Bachelor,” and “ Sea-side Reveries” in 
abundance ; but no one, so far as I know, has ever even 
atleiniitetl to do his Sea-sick Reveries literary justice. It 
is a strange oversight, and 1 would respectfully suggest to 
any aspiring writer who has the revery faculty, that there 
is here an iinworked field of boundless extent. One trip 
across the North Pacific in a small brig will furnish an in- 
exhaiLstible supply of material. 

Our life thus far has been too monotonous to afford a 
single noticeable incident. The weather has been cold, 
damp, and foggy, with light head winds and a heavy swell ; 
we have been confuted closely to our seven by nine after- 
cabin ; and its close stifling atmosphere, redolent ofldlge- 
water, lamp-oil, and tobacco-smoke, has had a most de- 
pressing inlluence upon our spirits. I am glad to see, 
however, that all our party are up to-day, and that there is 
a faint interest manifested in the prosjicct of dinner ; but 
even the inspiriting strains of the Faust inarch which the 
Captain is iilavlng upon a wheezy old accordion, fail to 
put any expression of animation into the woe-begone faces 
around the cabin table. Mahood pretends that he is all 
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right, and plays checkers - with the captain with an air of 
assumed tranquillity which approaches heroism, but he is 
observed at irregular intervals to go suddenly and unex- 
pectedly on deck, and to return every -time with a more 
ghastly and rueful countenance. When asked the object 
of these periodical visits to the quarter-deck, he replies, 
with a transparent affectation of cheerfulness, that he only 
goes up “ to look at the compass and see how she’s head- 
ing.” I am surprised to find that ‘^‘ looking at the coni- 
]jass” is attended with such painful and melancholy emo- 
tions as those expressed in Mahood’s face when he conies 
back ; but he perforins the self-imposed duty with unshrink- 
ing faithfulness, and relieves us of a great deal of anxiety 
about the safety of the ship. The Captain seems a little neg- 
ligent, and sometimes does not observe the compass once 
a day j but Mahood watches it with unsleeping vigilance. 

Brig Olga, Soo Miles N. W. of San Francisco, 
Sunday, yuly i&h, 1S65. 

The monotony of our lives was relieved night before 
last, and our sea-sickness aggravated, by a severe gale of 
wind from the north-west, which compelled us to lie to 
for twenty hours under one close-reefed maintopsail. 
1'he storm liegan late in the afternoon, and by nine o’clock 
the wind was at its height and the sea rapidly rising. The 
waves iiounded like Titanic sledge-hammers against the 
vessel’s quivering timbers ; the gale roared a deep diapa- 
son through the cordage ; and the regular thud, thud, 
thud of the pumps, and the long melancholy whis- 
tling of the wind through the blocks, filled our minds 
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with disntal forebodings, and banished all inclination for* 
sleep. 

Morning dawned gloomily and reluctantly, and its tlrst 
gray liglrt, struggling through the film of water on the small 
rectangular deck-lights, revealed a comical scene of con- 
fuhion and disorder. The ship wa.s rolling ami lalioring 
hea.\'ily, and Mahood’s trunk having in some way broken 
fia)ni its moorings, was sliding back and forth across the 
cal)in door. Bush’s big meerschaum, in company with a 
cui'])ulent sponge, liad taken up temporary quarters in the 
crown of my best hat, and the Major’s box of cigars revol- 
ved ]ieriodically from corner to corner in the close em- 
brace of a dirty shirt. Sliding and rolling over the car- 
pet in every direction were books, papers, cigars, brushes, 
dirty collars, stockings, empty wine-bottles, slippers, coats, 
and old boots; and a large box of telegraph material 
threatened momentarily to break from its fastenings and 
demolish everything. The Major, who was the first to 
show any signs of animation, rose on one elbow in bed, 
gazed fixedly at the sliding and revolving articles, and 
.shaking his head reflecti vely, said : “ It is a e-u-r-ious thing ! 
It /.>’ a c-?/ r-ious thing!” as if the migratory hoots and 
cigar-boxes exhibited some new and perplexing pheno- 
mena not to be accounted for by any of the known laws of 
physics, A sudden roll in which the vessel indulged at 
that particular moment gave additional force to the sen- 
timent of the soliloquy ; and with renewed convictions, I 
luu'e no doul)t, of the original and innate depravity of mat- 
ter generally, and of the Pacific Ocean especially, he laid 
his head back upon the pillow. 
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It required no inconsiderable degree of resolution to 
‘turn out” under such unpromising circumstances ; but 
Bush, after two or three groans and a yawn, made the at- 
tempt to get up and dress. Climbing hurriedly down 
when the ship rolled to windward, he caught his boots in 
one hand and pants in the other, and began hopping about 
the cabin with surprising agility, dodging or jumping over 
the sliding trunk and rolling bottles, and making frantic 
efforts to put both legs simultaneously into one boot. Sur- 
prised in the midst of this arduous task by an unexpected 
lurch, he made an impetuous. charge upon an inoffensive 
washstand, stepped on an erratic bottle, fell on his head, and 
finally brought up a total wreck in the corner of the room. 
Convulsed with laughter, the Major could only ejaculate 
disconnectedly, “ I tell you — it is a — curious thing how 
she — rolls !” “Yes,” rejoined Bush savagely, as he rub- 
bed one knee,“ I should think it was ! Just get up and 
try it ! ” But the Major was entirely satisfied to see Bush 
try it, and did nothing but laugh at his misfortunes. The 
latter finally succeeded in getting dressed, and after some 
hesitation I concluded to follow his example. By dint 
of falling twice over the trunk, kneeling upon my heels, 
sitting on my elbows, and executing several other 
ecpnilly impracticable feats, I got my vest on inside out, 
both feet in the wrong boots respectively, and staggered 
up the companion-way on deck. The wind was still blow- 
ing a gale, and we showed no canvas but one close -reefed 
maintopsail. Great massive mounds of blue water piled 
themselves up in the concealment of the low hanging rain- 
clouds, rushed out upon us with white foaming crests ten 


TENT LIFE IN STHERIA. 


T7 


feel: alcove tlic ciuartcr deck, anti broke into doiuls of 
Itliiuling. titrangling spray over the forecastle and galley, 
t'areeniuglhe ship until the bell on the tpiiU'ter-deck struck 
and water run in over the lee gunwale. It <lid not exact- 
ly eorres])ond with iny preconceived ideas of a storm, but 
i was oldigcd to confess that it had many of the charai:- 
teristic features of the real [)hen(,)inenon. The wind had 
theorihodo.x howl thi-ough the rigging, the sea was fully up 
to the prescril>ed standard, and the vessel pitched and rolled 
in a way to satisfy the most critical taste. The impression 
of sublimity, however, which I had anticipated was almost 
entirely lost in the sense of peiwonal discomfort. A man 
who has just been pitched over a skylight by one of the 
ship’s eccentric movements, or drenched to the skin by a 
burst of spray, is not in a state of mind to c:onteni])late 
sublimity ; and after going through a varied and exhaus- 
tive course of such treatment, any romantic notions w'hich 
he may previously have entertained with regard to the 
ocean’s beauty and sublimity are pretty much knocked 
and drowned out of him. Rough weather makes short 
work of poetry and sentiment. The “wet sheet” and 
“ llowing sea ” of the poet have a significance quite the 
reverse of poetical when one discovers the “ Avet sheet ” 
in his bed and the flowing sea” all over the cabin floor, 
and our exiierience illustrates not so much the sublimity 
as the unpleasantness and discomfort of a storm at sea. 

Brig Olga, .vr Hea, July 1S65. 

I nseii often to wonder, Avhile living in San Francisco, 
where the chilling fogs that toward night used to drift in 
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over Lone Mountain and through the Golden Gate, came 
from. I have discovered the laboratory. For the past 
two weeks we have been sailing continually in a dense 
wet gray cloud of mistj so thick at times as almost to hide 
the top-gallant yards, and so penetrating as to find its 
way even into our little after-cabin, and condense in mi- 
nute drops upon our clothes. It rises, I presume, from the 
warm water of the great Pacific “Gulf Stream” across 
which we are passing, and whose vapor is condensed into 
fog by the cold north-west winds from Siberia. It is the 
most disagreeable feature of our voyage. 

Our life has finally settled down into a quiet mono- 
tonous routine of eating, smoking, watching the baro- 
meter, and sleeping twelve hours a day. The gale with 
which we w'ere flivored tw'o weeks ago afforded a pleas- 
ant thrill of temporary excitement and a valuable topic of 
conversation ; but we have all come to coincide in the 
0 })inion of the Major, that it w^as a “ curious thing,” and 
are anxiously awaiting the turning up of something else. 
(3ne cold, raiiw, foggy day succeeds another, with only an 
occasional variation in the way of a head wind or a flurry 
of snowy Time, of course, hangs hea\-ily on our hands. 
We are walked about half-past seven in the morning by 
the second mate, a funny phlegmatic Dutchman, who is 
ahvays shouting to ns to “turn out” and sec an imagi- 
nary w'hale, wdiich he conjures up regularly before lireak- 
fast, and wdiich invariably disappears lieforc we can get 
on deck, as mysteriously as “ Moby Dick.” '■J’lie wiiale, 
however, fails to “ dimv ” after a time, and he resorts to 
an equally mysterious and eccentric sea seipent, whose 
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wonderful appearance he describes in comical brols'eu 
lingiish, witli the vain hope that we will crawl out into 
the raw figgy atmosj there to look at it. We never do. 
liiish ojtens his eyes, yawns, and keeps a sleciiy watch of 
the Irreakfast table, which is situated in the Cai)taiivs 
cnbin fcjrward. I cannot see it from my berth, so I watch 
bush. Presenrl}' we hear the hump-backed steward’s foot- 
steps on the deck above our heads, and, with a quic-k 
succession of little bumps, half a dozen boiled potatoes 
come rolling down the stairs of the companion-way into 
the cabin. They are the forerunners of breakfast. Bush 
watches the talrle, and I watch Bush more and more in- 
tently as the steward brings in the eatables ; and by the 
expression of Bush’s face, I judge w'hether it be worth 
while to get up or not. If he groans and turns over to 
the wall, I know that it is only hash, and I echo his groan 
and follow his examiile ; but if he smiles and gets up, 1 
do likewise, with the full assurance of fresh mutton-chops 
or rice-curry and chicken. After lueakfast the Major 
smokes a cigarette and looks meditatively at the hai’o- 
meter, the Captain gets his old accordion and S([iieez.e.s 
out the Russian National H3-inn, while Bush and I go on 
deck to inhale a few breaths of pure fresh fog, ami 
•C.'haff” the second mate about his sea .serpent. Iii 
reading, i>laying checker.s, fencing, and climbing about 
the rigging when the weather permits, we pass a,way the 
(lay, as we have already jiassed away twenty and must 
pass twenty more before wo can hope to sec laud. 


J 


20 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


At Sea, near the Aleutian Islands, 
AugiLst 6 tk, 1865. 

“ Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea for an 
acre of barren ground, ling, heath, broom, furze, any- 
thing,” except this wearisome monotonous waste of water ! 
JvCt Kamtchatka be what it will, we shall welcome it with 
as much joy as that Avith which Columbus first saw the 
llowery coast of San Salvador. I am prepared to look 
AS'ith complacency upon a sand bar and two spears of 
grass, and would not even insist upon the grass if I could 
only be sure of the sand bar. We have now been thirty- 
four days at sea Avithout once meeting a sail or getting a 
glimpse of land. 

Our chief amusement lately has been the discussion of 
controverted points of history and science, and Avonclerful 
is the forensic and argumentative ability which these de- 
bates have developed. They are getting to be positively- 
interesting. The only draAAdiack to them is, that in the 
absence of any decisive authority they never come to any 
satisfactory conclusion. We have now been discussing 
for sixteen days the uses of a AAdiale’s “ blow holes and I 
firmly believe that if our voyage Avere prolonged, like the 
“Flying Dutchman’s,” to all eternity, Ave should never 
reach any solution of the problem vdiich avouM satisfy all 
the disputants. The Captain has an old Dutch History 
of the \V'orld, in twenty-six folio volumes, to AAdiich he ap- 
peals as final authority in all cpiestions under the heavens, 
Avhether pertaining to Love, ^.Science, War, Art, Tolitics, 
or Religion ; and no sooner does he get cornered in a 
discussion than he entrenches himself behind these pon 
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clerous folios, and keeps up a hot fire of terrific Diitcli 
polysyllables until \ve are read3>- to make an unconditional 
surrender. If we venture to suggest a doubt as to the in- 
timacy of the connection between a whale’s ‘tblow holes” 
and die History of the World, he comes down upon us 
with the most withering denunciations as WTongdieaded 
sceptics who rvon’t even believe what Va j>rhUd — and in a 
Dutch History too ! As the Captain clis])enses the jiio, 
however, at dinner, I have found it advi.sable to smother 
my convictions as to the veracity of his 'Feu tonic histo- 
rian, and join him in denouncing that jiernicious heretic 
I'ush, who is wise beyond what is written. Result — Bush 
gets only one small piece of pie, and I get two, which of 
course is highly gratifying to my feelings, as well as ad- 
vantageous to the dispersion of sound historical learn- 
ing ! 


I begin to observe at dinner an increasing reverence 
on Bush’s part for Dutch Histories. 



CHAPTER in. 


13 rig O1.GA, AT Sea, 200 Miles from Kam-i'ciiatka. 

August i^th^ 1S69. 

Our voyage is at last drawing to a close, and after seven 
long weeks of cold, rainy, rough weatlier our eyes are soon 
to be gladdened again by the sight of land, and never was 
it more welcome to weary mariner than it will be to us. 
Even as I write, the sound of scraping and scrubbing is 
heard on deck, and proclaims our nearness to land. They 
are dressing the vessel to go once more into society. We 
■were only 255 miles from the Kamtchatkan seaport of 
Petropavlo\’3ki last night, and if this favoralde breeze 
holds we expect to reach there to-morrow noon. It has 
fallen almost to a dead calm, however, this morning, so 
that we may be delayed until Saturday. 

At Sea, off the Coast of Kamtcjiatka. 

Friday, August 1865. 

We have a fine breeze this mornings and the brig, under 
every stitch of canvas that will draw, is staggering through 
the seas enveloped in a dense fog, through which even her 
top -gallant sails show mistily. Should the wind continue 
and the fog be dissipated we may hope to see land to 
night. 

.11 A.M. 

I have just come down from the top-gallant yard, where 
for the last three hours I have been clinging uncomforla- 
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bly to the backstays, watching for land, and swinging 
l)ack and fortli through the fog in the arc of a great circle 
as the vessel rolled lazily to the seas. We cannot dis- 
cern any object at a distance of three ships’ lengths, al- 
though tlic sky is evidently cloudless. Great muubers of 
gulls, lioobies, pulfm, fish-hawks, and solan-geese surround 
th.e ship, and the water is full of drifting medusa;. 

',No«»n.- 

Half an hour agc) the fog began to lift, and at n.-jo the 
Captain, who had been sweLgiing the horizon with a glass, 
shouted dieerily, Land ho ! Land ho ! Hurrah!” and 
the cry was c;choed simultaneonsly from stem to stern, 
and from the galley to the top-gallant yard, llush, Afa- 
hood, and the .Major started at a nm for the forecastle ; 
the little hum})-backed steward rushed fraiuically out of 
the galley with his hands all dough, and climbed up on the 
bulwarks ; the .sailors ran into the rigging, and only the 
man at the wheel retained his self-posses.sion. Awa_v 
ahead, drawn in faint luminous outlines above the horizon, 
ayipeared two high conical peaks, so distant that nothing 
but the white snow in their dec-]') ravines could Ijc .seen, 
and so faint that tlicy coukl hardiy he distinguished from 
the blue sky beyond, 'rhey wore the mountains of Vil- 
leuchinski and Avatcha, on the Kamtchatkan coast, fully 
a humlred miles away. 'Hie Major looked at them 
through a glass long and eagerly, and then waving, his 
hand ]n-oudly toward tl;can, turned to us, and said ^vith a 
burst of national enthusiasm, “You sec before you my 
country — the great ILissian Empire 1 ” and then as the 
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fog drifted down again upon the shiii, he dropped Huddeii- 
ly from his declamatory style, and with a look of disgust 
exclaimed, “ Chort zuiet shlo etta takoi — it is a curious 
thing ! fog, fog, nothing but fog ! ” 

In five minutes the last vestige of ''the great Russian 
Empire ” had disappeared, and we went below to dinner 
in a state of joyful excitement, which can never be iin- 
agined by one who has not been forty-six days at sea in 
the North Pacific. 

4 P.M. 

We have just been favored with another view of the 
land. Plalf an hour ago I could see from the tojngallant 
yard, where I was posted, that the fog was beginning to 
break away, and in a moment it rose slowly like a huge 
gray curtain, unveiling the sea and the deep blue sky, 
letting in a flood of rosy light from the sinking sun, 
and revealing a picture of wonderful beauty. Piefore us, 
stretching for a hundred and fifty miles to the north and 
south, lay the grand coast-line of Kamtchatka, rising ab- 
ruptly in great purple promontories out of the blue spar- 
kling sea, flecked here with white clouds and shreds of 
fleecy mist, deepening in places into a soft quivering blue, 
and sweeping backward and upward into the pure white 
snow of the higher peaks. Two active volcanoes, 10,000 
and 16,000 feet in height, rose above the confu.sed jagged 
ranges of the lower mountains, piercing the blue sky with 
sharp white triangles of eternal snow, and di'awing the 
purple shadows of evening around their feet, 'fhe high 
bold coast did not appear, in that clear atmosphere, to l)i* 
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fifioon miles away, and it seemed to have risen siuUlenly 
like a beautiful mirage out of the sea. In less than five 
minules the gray ciii'tain of mist dropped slowly down 
again over the magnificent pneture, and it faded gradually 
from sight, leaving us almost in doubt whether it laid 
been a realii}', or only a bright deceptive vision. AVe are 
enveloped now, as ive have been nearly all day, in a thick 
clammy fog. 

ilAlieUi or PETROPAVEOV.SKI, KAMTtarA'I'KA, 
J/igmi 1865 . 

.'\t ilark last night wc were distant, as we supposed, 
about fifteen miles from Cape i^avorotih, and as the fog 
had closed in again denser than ever, the Ca[)tain dared 
not venture any nearer. The ship was accordingly put 
about, and wc stood oft* and on all night, waiting for sun- 
lise and a clear atmosphere, to enable us to approach the 
coast in safety. At five o’clock I was on deck. The fog 
Avas colder and denser than ever, and out of it rolled the 
white-capped wav'es raised by a fresh south-easterly breeze. 
Shortly before six o’clock it began to grow light, the brig 
Avas headed for the land, and under foresail, jib, and top- 
sails, I'legan to forge steadily through the Avater. 'J'he Cap- 
tain, glass in hand, anxiously paced the quarter-deck, ever 
and anon reconnoiteringthc horizon, and casting a glance 
up to Avindward to sec if there w-ere any prospect of I>et- 
tor weather. Several times he Avas upon the point of 
]mt ting the ship about, fearing to run on a lee shore in 
th.n impenetrable mist ; but it finally lightened up, the 
fog disapjAeared, and the horizon line came out clear and 
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distinct. To our utter astonishment, not a foot of land 
could be seen in any direction ! The long range of blue 
mountains which had seemed the previous night to be 
u'ithin an hour’s sail— the lofty snowy peaks— the deep 

gorges and the bold headlands, had all * . 

“ ^iTielted into thin air, 

Leaving not a rack behind.” 

There was nothing to indicate the e.vistcnce of land 
within a thousand miles, save the number and variety of 
the birds that wheeled curiously around our wake, and 
ilew away with a splattering noise fi-om under our hows. 
Many were the theories which were suggested to account 
for the sudden disappearance of the high bold land. The 
Captain attempted to explain it by the .supposition that a 
strong current, sweeping oft' shore, had during the night 
carried us away to the south-east. Bush accused the mate 
of being asleep on his watch, and letting the ship run over 
the land, while the mate declared solemnly that he didn’t 
believe that there had been any land there at all ; that it 
was only a mirage. The Major said it was |)aganni/’ 
and ‘■'a curious thing,” but did not volunteer any solution ; 
of the problem. So there we were. 

We had a fine leading wind from the S. E., and were 
now going through the water at the rate of seven knots. 
Eight o’clock, nine o’clock, ten o’clock, and still no a.p- 
pearance of land, although we had made since daylight 
more than thirty miles. At eleven o’clock, however, the 
horizon gradually darkened, and all at once a liold head- 
land, terminating in a precipitous cliil, loomed up out of 
a thin mist at a, distance of only four miles. All was at 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


unco excilcuiont. 'J'he top-gallant sails wex’c clewed up 
to rcdiu’.e the vessel’s speed, and her course was changed 
so ihat we s\ve]>t round in a curve broadside to the coa-st, 
a])out three miles distant, "['he inountain peaks, by which 
we might have ascertained our position, were hidden by 
the clouds and fog. and it ivas no easy matter to ascertain 
e?cactly where Ave were. 

Awa}- to the left, dimly defined in the mist, dvere two or 
three more liigh blue headlamls, but Avhat they Avere or 
where the harbor of I’etropavlovski might be, were ques- 
tions wliich no one could answer. The Captain Irrought 
Ills chans, coni]5ass, and drawing instruments on deck, 
laid them on tlie cabin skylight, and began taking the 
bearings of the different headlands, rvhile rve eagerly 
scanned the shore Avith glasses, and gave free e.xpressions 
to our several opinions as to our situation. The Russian 
chart Avhich the Captain had of the coast, Avas fortunatelj’’ 
a good one, and he soon determined our position, and the 
names of the headlands first seen. We w'ere just north 
of Caj)e Tavorulni, about nine miles south of the entrance 
of AA'alcha. bay. I'lie yards Avere uoav sipiared, and avc 
Avenl off on the new tack before a steady bree./.e from the 
south-east. In less than an hour aat‘ sighted the high iso- 
lated rocks knoAvn as tlie “Tlirce Urothens,” jiassed a 
rocky precipitous island, surrounded by clouds of sJirieking 
gulls and parrot-billed ducks, and by Iaa'o tfclock Averc 
off ‘Mile hea<ls” of Avatcha .Hay, on Avhtch is situated the 
village of J’etropi'vlovhki. "I’lie scenery at the entrance 
more than equalled our highest anticipations. Green 
grass}' A'alleys stretched aAvay from openings in the rocky 
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coast until they were lost in the distant mountains ; the 
rounded blutfs were covered with clumps of yellow birch ; 
and thickets of dark green chaparral, patches of flowers, 
could be seen on the warm sheltered slopes of the hills ; 
and as we passed close under lighthouse bluff, Bush shout- 
ed joyously, “ Hurrah, there’s clover ! ” “ Clover ! ” ex- 
claimed the Captain contemptuously, “ There ain’t any 
clover in the Ar’tic regions ! ” “ How do you know, 

you’ve never been there,” retorted Bush caustically ; it 
like clovei', and ” — looking through a glass — “it /s 
clover;” and his face lighted up as if the discovery of 
clover had relieved his mind of a great deal of anxiety as 
to the severity of the Kamtchatkan climate. It was a sort 
of vegetable exponent of temperature, and out of a little 
patch of clover, Bush’s imagination “ develoj^ed,” in. a 
style undreamt of by Darwin, the whole luxuriant Flora 
of the temperate zone. 

The very name of Kamtchatka had always been asso- 
ciated in our minds with everything barren and inhospita- 
ble, and we did not entertain for a moment the thought 
that such a country could afford beautiful scenery and 
luxuriant vegetation. In fact, with us all it was a mooted 
c[uestion whether anything more than mosses, lichens, and 
]ierhaps a little grass maintained the unequal struggle for 
existence in that frozen clime. It may be imagined with, 
what delight and surprise we looked upon green hills 
covered with trees and verdant thickets ; upon valleys 
white with clover and diversified with little groves of silver- 
barked birch ; and even the rocks nodding with wild roses 
and columl)ine, which had taken root in their clefts as if 



Nature strove to hide with a garment of flowers the evi- 
dences of past convulsions. 

Just before three o’clock we came in sight of the vil- 
lage of Petropavlovki — a little cluster of red-roofed and 
bark-thatched log houses ; a Greek church of curious 
architecture, with a green painted dome ; a strip of beach, a 
half-ruined wharf, two whale-boats, and the dismantled 
wreck of a half-sunken vessel. High gi-een- hills swept 
in a great semicircle of foliage around the little village, 
and almost shut in the quiet pond-like harbor— ^an inlet 
of Avatcha Bay — on which it was situated. Under fore- 
sail and main-topsail we glided silently under the shadow 
of the encircling hills into • this land-locked mill pond, 
and Avithin a stone’s throw of the nearest house the 
sails were suddenly clcAvecl up, and Avith a quivering of 
the ship and a rattle of chain-cable oiu- anchor dropjred 
into the soil of Asia. 


CHAPTER IV. 


It has been well observed by Irving, that to one about 
to visit foreign countries a long sea voyage is an ex- 
cellent preparative. To quote his own words, “ The 
temporary absence of worldly scenes and employments 
produces a state of mind peculiarly fitted to receive new and 
vivid impressions.” And he might have added with equal 
truth — favorable impressions. The tiresome monotony 
of sea life predisposes the traveller to regard favorably 
anything that will quicken his stagnating fiiciilties and 
perceptions, and furnish new matter for thought, and the 
most commonplace scenery and circumstances afford him 
gratification and delight. For this reason one is apt, 
upon arriving after a long voyage in a strange country, to 
form a more favorable opinion of its people and scenery 
than his subsequent experience will sustain. But it seems 
to me particularly fortunate that our first impressions of a 
new country, which are most clear and vivid, and therefore 
most lasting, are also most pleasant, so that in future years 
a retrospective glance over our past wanderings will show 
the most cheerful pictures drawn in the brightest and 
most enduring colors. I am sure that the recollection of 
my fir.st view of the mountains of Kamtchatka, the delight 
with which my eye drank in their “ bright aerial tints,” and 
the romance with whicli my ardent fancy invested them, 
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will long outlive the memory of the hardships I have en- 
dured among tliein, tlie snow-storms that have pelted me 
on their summits, and the rains that have drenched me in 
their vallej^s. Fanciful perliaps, but I believe true. 

The longing for land which one feels after having liecn 
five or six weeks at sea is sometimes so strong as to be 
almost a passion. I verily believe that if the first land 
we saw had been one of those immense barren moss 
steppes which I afterward came to hold in such detesta- 
tion, I should Jiave considered it as nothing less than the 
original site of the Garden of Eden. Not all the charms 
which Nature has lavished upon the Vale of Tempe could 
have given me more pleasure than did the little gri;eu 
valley in which nestled the red-roofed and bark-covevcd 
log-houses of Petropavlovski. 

The arrival of a ship in that remote and unfrequented 
part of the world is an event of no little importance ; and 
the rattling of our chain-cable through the hawse-holes 
created a very perceptible sensation in the quiet village. 
T^ittle children ran bareheaded out of doors, looked at us 
for a- moment, and then ran hastily back to call the rest 
of the liousehold ; dark-liaired natives and Rus.siau pea- 
sants, in blue shirts and leather pants, gathered in a grouj) 
at the landing ; and seventy-five or a hundred half-wild 
dogs broke out suddenly into a terrific chorus of howls in 
honor of our arrival. 

It was already late in the afternoon, but we could not 
restrain our impatience to step once more upon dry- 
land ; and as soon as the Captain’s boat could be low- 
ered, Bush, ATahood, and I went ashore to look at the town. 
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Petropavlovski is laid out in a style wliich is very 
irregular, without being at all picturesque. The idea of a 
street never seems to have suggested itself either to the 
original settlers or to their descendants; and the paths, 
such as they are, wander around aimlessly aznong the 
scattered houses, like erratic sheep-walks. It is impos- 
sible to go for a hundred yards in a straight line, in any 
direction, witlrout either bringing up against the side of 
a house or trespassing upon somebody's back-yard ; and 
in the night one falls over a slumbering cow, upon a fair 
average, once every fifty feet. In other respects it is 
rather a pretty village, surrounded as it is by high green 
hills, and , affording a fine view of the beautifiil snowy 
peak of Avatcha, which rises to a height of ii,ooo feet 
directly behind the town. 

Mr. Fluger, a German merchant of Petropavlovski, 
who had boarded us in a small boat outside the harbor, 
now constituted himself our guide ; and after a short walk 
around the village, invited us to his house, where we sat 
in a cloud of fragrant cigai’-smoke, talking over American 
war news, and the latest “on dit" of Kamlchatkan so- 
ciety, until it finally began to grow dark. I noticed, 
among other books lying upon Mr. P’.’s table, “ Life 
'Phoughts,” by Beecher, and “The Schonberg-Cotta 
rharnily,” and wondered that the latter had already found 
its way to the far distant shores of Kaintchatka. 

As new-comers, it was our first duty to pay our resi )ects 
to the Russian authorities ; and, accompanied by Mr, 
Fluger and Mr. Bollman, we called upon Captain Sutko- 
voi, the resident “Captain of the port." His house, 



TENT LIFE IN SIEEIUA- 33 

with its bright red tin roof, was almost hid by a large 
grove of thrifty oaks, through which tumbled, in a succes- 
sion of little cascades, a clear, cold mountain stream. 
We entered the gate, walked up a broad gravelled path, 
under the shade of the interlocking branches, and, without 
knocking, entered the house. Captain S. -welcomed us 
cordially, and notwithstanding our inability to speak any 
language but our own, soon made us feel quite at liome. 
Conyersation however languished, as every remark had to 
be translated through two languages before it could be 
understood by the person to whom it was addressed ; and 
brilliant as it might have been in the first place, it lost its 
freshness in being passed around through Russian, Ger- 
man, and English to us. 

I was surprised to see so many ev'idences of cultivated 
and refined taste in this remote corner of the world, where 
I. had expected barely the absolute necessaries of life, or 
at best a few of the most common comforts. A large 
piano of Russian manufacture occupied one corner of the 
room, and a choice assortment of Russian, German, and 
American music testitied to the musical taste of its owner, 
A few choice paintings and lithographs adorned the walls, 
and on the centre-table rested a handsome stereoscope 
with a large collection of photographic views, and an un- 
finished game of chess, from which Capt. and Madame 
SiitkovoL had risen at our entrance. 

After a pleasant visit of an hour we took our leave, re- 
ceiving. an invitation to dinner on the following day. 

It was not yet decided whether we should continue our 
voi'age to the Amoor River or remain in Petroiravlovski 
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and begin our northern journey from there, so we still re- 
garded the brig as our home and returned every night to 
our little cabin. The first night in port was strangely 
cahn, peaceful, and quiet, accustomed as we had become 
to the rolling, pitching, and creaking of the vessel, the 
swash of water and the wdiistling of the wind. There was 
not a zephyr abroad, and the surface of the miniature bay 
lay like a dark mirror, in which were obscurely reflected 
the high hills which fomied its setting. A few scattered 
lights from the village threw long streams of radiance 
across the dark water, and from the black hillside on our 
right was heard at intervals the faint lonely tinkle of a cow- 
bell or the long melancholy howl of a wolf-like dog. I 
tried hard to sleep ; but the novelty of our surroundings, 
the thought that we were now in Asia, and hundreds of 
conjectures and forecastings as to our future prospects 
and adventures, put sleep for a long time at defiance. 

The village of Petropavlovski which, although not the 
largest, is one of the most important settlements in the 
Kamtchatkan peninsula, has a population of perhaps two 
or three hundred natives and Russian peasants, together 
with a few German and American merchants, drawn thither 
by the trade in sables. It is not fairly a representative 
Karntchadal town, for it has felt in no inconsiderable de- 
gree the civilizing influences of foreign intercourse, and 
show.s in its manners and modes of life and thought some 
evidences of modern enterprise and enlightenment. It has 
existed as a settlement since the early part of the eighteenth 
century, and is old enough to have acquired some civiliza- 
tion of its oivn ; but age in a Siberian town is no criterion 
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of i1ovcli>|'inoni, :uu;l Petropavlovski either has not at- 
tained the enlightenment of maturity, or has passed into its 
second childhood, for it is still in a benighted condition. 
U'hy it f.'a- and is called PetroiJa.vlovski — the village of St. 
Peter and St. i’aul — 1 failed, after diligent inquiiy, to learn, 
'file sacred canon does not contain any /epistle to the 
Kaintcliatkans, raiich as they need it, nor is there any 
other evidence to show that the ground on which the vil- 
lage statuls was ever visited by either of the eininent saints 
whose names it bears. The conclusion to which we are 
driven tlierefure is, that its inhabitants, not being di.stin- 
guished for apostolic virtues, and feeling their need of 
s.aintly intercession, called the settlement after St. Peter 
and St. Paul, with the hojje that those Apostle.s would feel 
a .sort of proprietary interest in the place, and secure its 
final salvation without any unnecessary inquiries into its 
merits. Whether that was the idea of its original founders 
or not I cannot say; but such a plan would be eminently 
adapted to the state of society in most of the Siberian 
aettleinents where faith is strong, but where works are few 
in number and c|uestionable in tendency. 

I'he sights of Petropavlovski, speaking after the man- 
ner of tourists, are few and uninteresting. It has two 
monuments erected to the memoiy of the distinguished 
navigators Plehring and La Perouse, and there are traces 
on its hills of the fortifications built during the Crimean 
war to repel the attack of the allied J''rench and F.nglish 
scpiadrons ; but a.side from these, the town can boast of no 
objects or idaces of Iiistorical interest. To us, however, 
who had been .shut up nearly two months in a close dark 
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cabin, the village was attractive enough of itself, and early 
on the following morning we went ashore for a ramble on 
tlie wooded peninsula Avhich separates the small harbor 
from Avatcha Bay, The sky was cloudless, but a dense 
fog drifted low over the hill tops and veiled the surround- 
ing mountains from sight. The whole landscape was 
green as emerald and dripping with moisture, but the sun- 
shine struggled occasionally through the gray cloud of 
vapor, and patches of light swept swiftly across the wet 
hillsides, like sunny smiles upon a tearful face. The 
ground everywhere was covered with flowers. Marsh vio- 
lets dotted the grass here and there with blue ; columbine 
swung its purple-hooded bells over the gray mossy rocks ; 
and wild roses appeared everywhere in dense thickets, with 
their delicate pink petals strewn over the ground beneath 
them like a colored shadow. 

Climbing up the slope of the steep hill between the 
harbor and the bay, shaking down little showers of water 
from every bush we touched, and treading under foot hun- 
dreds of dewy flowers, we came suddenly upon the monu- 
ment of I,a Perouse. I hope his countrymen, the Frencli, 
have erected to his memory some more tastefid and en- 
during token of their esteem than this. It is simpty a 
wooden frame, covered with sheet iron, and painted black. 
It bears no date or inscription whatever, and looks more 
like the tombstone over the grave of a criminal, than a 
monument to keep fresh the memory of a distinguished 
na\Igator, 

Bush sat down on a little grassy knoll to make a sketch 
of the scene, while Mahood and I wandered on up the hill 
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toward the old Russian batteries. They are several in 
number, situated along the crest of the ridge which divkle.s 
the inner iroin tlie outer bay, and cominami the approaches 
to the town from the west. The}’- are no\v tilmost over- 
grown with giuss and llowers, and only the form of the 
embrasures distinguishes them from shapeless mounds of 
(iarth. It u’ould be thought tliat the remote situation and 
inhospitable climate of Kamtchatka w-ould have sccnreil to 
its inhabitants an immunity Irora the desolating ravages of 
war. But even this country has its ruined forts and grass- 
grown battle-fields; and its now silent hills echoed not 
long ago to the thunder of opposing cannon. Leaving 
Mahood to make a critical survey of the entrenchments— 
an occupation which his tastes and pursuits rendered more 
interesting to him than to me — I strolled on up the hill to 
the edge of the cliff from which the storming party of the 
Allies was thrown by the Russian gunners. No traces 
now remain of the bloody struggle which took place upon 
the brink of this precipice. Moss covers with its greeir 
carpet the ground wliich was torn up in the death-grap- 
ple ; and the nodding bluebell, as it bends to tlie fresh sea- 
breeze, tells no story of the last desperate rally, the hand 
to hand conllict, and the shrieks of the overpowered as 
they Averc thrown from the Russian bayonets upon the 
rocky beach a hundred feet below. . ' 

It seems to me that it was little better than wanton 
cruelty in the Allies to attack this unimportant and isola- 
ted post, so fiir from the real centre of conflict. Could 
its capture have lessened in any way the power or re- 
sources of the Russian Government, or, by creating a diver- 
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sioii, have attracted attention from the deci^ivt' 
in the Crimea, it would perhajis have been ; 

but it could not possibly have any direct or indirect in- 
fluence upon the ultimate result, and onl}- broiiybi mi.-er}' 
upon a few inotfensive Ivaratchadals who had never heard 
of Turkey or the “Eastern Question,” and whose first in- 
timation of a war probably was the thunder of tlie enemy’s 
cannon and the bursting of shells at their very doiir-,. 
The attack of the Allied fleet, however, was r.iguailv re- 
pulsed, and its Admiral, stung with mollification at ijidug 
foiled by a mere handful of Cossacks and jieasants, com- 
mitted suicide. On the annivensary of liie haitle it is 
stilt customary for all the inhahitants, licaded by the pi ieNl-, 
to march in solemn procession round the town atui ti\s;r 
the hill from which the storming party was thrown, chant- 
ing hymns of joy and praise lor the victorv. 

After botanizing a while upon the battle-field, f was 
joined by Bush, who had completed his sketch, and we 
all returned, tired and wet, to the village. Our appear- 
ance anywhere on shox'e always created a sensation among 
the inhabitants. The Russian peasants anti native jtea^ 
sants whom we met removed their caps, ami held tlmia 
respectfully in their hands while we passed ; the vvin- 
dows of the houses were crowded with heads intent 
upon getting a sight of the “ Amerikanski Chindv uikm-t- 
and even the dogs broke into furious barks and howis at 
our approach. Bush declared that lie could not remem- 
ber a time in his history when he had been of so much 
consecpxence, and atti'acted such genera! atieiuitm ar> 
now ; and he attributed it all to tim tliscrimination and 
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intelligeuGe of Kamtchatkan society. Prompt and in- 
stinctive recognition of superior genius he affirmed to be 
a characteristic of that people, and he expressed deep 
regret that it was not equally so of some other people 
whom he could mention. “ No reference to an allusion 
intended!” 



CHAPTER V. 


One of the first things which the traveller notices in 
any foreign land is the language, and it is esineciaily no- 
ticeable in Karntchatka, Siberia, or any part of the great 
Russian Empire. What the Russians did at the 'bower 
of Babel to have been afflicted with such a complicated, 
contorted, mixed up, utterly incomprehensible language, 
I can hardly conjecture. I have thought sometimes that 
they must have built their side of the tower higher tlKin 
any of the other tribes, and have been punished for their 
sinful industry by this jargon of unintelligible sounds, 
which no man could possibly hope to iindcrslaiid bcfiire 
he became so old and infirm that he could never work on 
another tower. However they came l)y it, it is certainly 
a thorn in the flesh to all travellers in the bliis^ian Em- 
pire. Some weeks before we reached Kamtcliatka 1 de- 
termined to learn, if possible, a few common 
Avhich would be most useful in our first intercoiu'se with the 
natives, and among them the simple declaraii\-e senieuce, 
‘‘ I want something to eat.” I thought that this would 
probably be the first observation which I dioiild havtj to 
atldress to any of the inhabitants, and I dctcrmiiicd to 
learn it so thoroughly that I should never be in drmar-r 
of starvation from ignorance. I accordingly nsla-d ?iie 
Major one day what the equivalent e.vpression was in 
Russian. He coolly replied that whenever 1 wanted :uiy~ 
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tiling to eat, all that I had to do was to say, ‘‘ Vashavwe- 
sokeeblagarodiaeeveeleekeeprevoskhodeetelstvoee takdal- 
shai.” I believe I never felt such a sentiment of reveren- 
tial admiration for the acquired talents of any man as I 
did for those of the Major when I heard him pronounce, 
fluently and gracefully, this extraordinary sentence. My 
mind was hopelessly lost in attempting to imagine the 
number of years of patient toil which must have preceded 
his first request for food, and I contemplated with astonish- 
ment the indefatigable perseverance which has borne him 
triumphant through the acquirement of such a language. 
If the simple request for something to eat presented such 
apparently insurmountable obstacles to prominciationj 
what must the language be in its dealings with the more 
abstruse questions of theological and metaphysical sci- 
ence? Imagination stood aghast at the thought. 

I frankly told the Ma_ior that he might print out this 
terrible sentence on a big placard and hang it around my 
neck ; but as for learning to pronounce it, I couldn’t, and 
didn’t propose to try. I found out afterward that he had 
taken advantage of my inexperience and confiding dispo- 
siiion by giving me some of the longest and worst words 
in his barbarous language, and pretending that they 
meant something to eat. The real translation in Russian 
would have been bad enough, and it was wholly unneces- 
sary to select peculiarly hard words. 

The Russian language is, I believe, witliout exception, 
the most difficult of afl modern languages to learn. , Its 
difficulty does not lie, as would be supposed, in pronun- 
ciation. Its words are all spelled phonetically, and have 
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only a few sounds which are foreign lo Kngli^l^ ; lr.it a-: 
grammar is exceptionally involved and in'oicaie. Ii Ir.'-, 
seven cases and three genders ; and as l.l)e latter are de- 
pendent upon no definite princijilc wlailet en iait me 
purely arbitrary, it is almost iin[)ossi])le for a foreignu to 
learn them so as to give nouns and adjertisars their 
jjroper terminations. J fs vocabulary is a cry t;o[)iou.s : and 
its idiom has a ])eculiarly racy individuality of its mvii, 
which can hardly be appreciated without a rliorough ac- 
quaintance with the popular style of convcrsadon amo'ug 
the Russian peasants. 

The Russian, like all the Indo-Ifuroperm iangllage^. is 
closely related to the ancient Sanscirit, and seems to ha\e 
preserved unchanged, in a greater degree than any of the 
others, the old Vedic words. 'I’he first ten nmuerals. as 
spoken by a l-lincloo a thousand years before thet'irris- 
tian era, would, with one or two e\ceiiti<in>. be iir.der-Mood 
by a modern Russian ]>easant. 

During our stay in Petropavlovski we sncceefled in 
learning the Russian for “ Ves,’’ “ No,’' and " How dn you 
do ? ” and we congratulated ourselves not a little upoii men 
this slight progress in a language of suclt jita'uliar rhlficulty. 

While upon this .subject, I wisli to say a few words with 
regard to the method which has been general]}- adoptt-d 
by travellers and geograpliens of spelling Rn-..si.m pmper 
names in Knglish letters. It consists brietl}' in n-ing die 
English letter/ indiscriminately to represent the Russian 
sounds s/i and jv/, the English tc for the sonmis of n and 
/ and the English Zc//- and s/c// for the sim]ile so-nud of 
c/i in “ chair.” 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


43 


How so senseless a custom originated I cannot imagine. 
There is no such letter in the Russian language ii^ IF, 
and no such sound as that of w in “wood and yet we 
have it used instead of H in all such words as Wrangell, 
Woronsof, Wolga, Wladiinir, Pultowa, and werst, as if the 
compilers of our geographies were all lineal descendants 
of the elder Mr. Weller, and couldn’t pronounce F other- 
wise than “we.” What proi^riety is there in taking a 
Russian word which is pronounced Gee-zhee-ga and spel- 
ling it G-h-i-j-i-g-h-a, or in calling Kam-chat-ka Kam-skat- 
ka and spelling it K-a-m-s-t-c-h-a-t-k-a. The Russian 
sounds in those words are simple enough, and there is 
neither orthographical propriety nor common sense in the 
popular style of spelling and pronouncing them. I saw 
only a few days since the names of two prominent moun- 
tains in Kamtchatka spelled Klieutchiefskajia and Shieu- 
vailitschinskajia, and I ask, who, in the name of Noah 
Webster, could ever pronounce them without getting half 
a dozen supplementary organs of speech ? Had they been 
spelled as they should have been, Kloochefskia and Soo- 
vail-itch-in'-skia, there would have been some hope of an 
approximation to their sound. I hope, for the sake of the 
rising generation, that our next geographical reform will 
be the adoption of some simple but comprehensive system 
of spelling foreign names in English letters, and that the 
ortliography of Russian proper names will not be left, as it 
has hitherto been, to chance or individual caprice. 

Our reception at Petro])avlovski by 'both Russians and 
Americans was most cordial and enthusiastic, and the first 
three or four days after our arrival were spent in one con- 


tinuous round of visits and dinners. On I’liur.sday we 
made an excursion on horseback to a little i illage called 
Avatcha, ten or fifteen versts distant across the bay, and 
came back perfectly charmed with the scenery, climate, 
and vegetation of this beautiful peninsula. 'I'he I'oad 
wound around the slopes of grassy, wooded Iti 11s, above 
the clear blue water of the bay, commanding a view of 
tlie bold purple promontories which formed the gateway 
to the sea, and revealing now and then, betwtmn the 
clumps of silver birch, glirn])ses of long ronges of pic- 
turesque .snow-covered mountains, stretcliing anay along 
the west coast to the white solitary peak of \'il}-\'d-chin- 
ski, thirty or forty miles distant. The veg(haiioii every- 
where was almost tropical in its rank luxuriance. We 
could pick handfuls of flowers almost without bending 
from our saddles, and the long wild grass through which 
we rode would in many places sweep our wai^>is. De- 
lighted to find the climate of Italy where we had aniici- 
pated the biting air of Labrador, and iu'.quriled by the 
beauriful scenery, we woke the echo(;?> cif the iiills witii 
American songs, shouted, hallooed, ;uul ran races on our 
little Cossack ponies until the setting sun warned us that 
it Avas time to return. 

Upon the information nfliich he obtained in .Pelrop.av'- 
lovski, Major Abasa formed a plan of operations for the 
ensuing winter, AAfliich AA'as briefly as follows : Alahood and 
Lush were to go on in the “Olga"' to the mouth of tlie 
Amoor River, on the Chinese frontier, and making that 
settlement their base of supplies, were to espAwe the 
rough mountainous region lying Avcst of the Okhotsk Sea 
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and south of the Russian seaport of Okhotsk. The Major 
and I, in the meantime, were to travel northward with a 
party of natives through the , peninsula of Kamtchatka, and 
strike the proposed route of the line about midway be- 
tween Okhotsk and Behring’s Straits. Dividing again here, 
one of us would go westward to meet Mahood and Bush 
at Okhotsk, and one northward to a Russian trading sta- 
tion called Anadirsk, about four hundred miles west of 
the Straits. In this waj'- we would cover the whole ground 
to be traversed by our line, wnth the exception of the bar- 
ren desolate region between Anadirsk and Behring's 
Straits, which our chief proposed to leave for the present 
unexplored. T aking into consideration our circumstances 
and the smallness of our force, this plan was probably the 
best which could possibly have been devised, but it made 
it necessary for the Major and me to travel throughout the 
whole winter without a single companion except our na- 
tive teamsters. As I did not speak Russian, it would be 
next to impossible for me to do this -without an interpre- 
ter, and the Major engaged in that capacity a young 
American fur trader, named Dodd, who had been living 
seven j-ears in Petropavlovski, and who was familiar -with 
the Russian language and the habits and customs of the 
natives. With this addition pur whole force numbered 
five men, and was to be divided into three parties ; one 
for the west coast of the Okhotsk Sea, one for the north 
coast, and one for the country between the Sea and the 
Arctic Circle. All minor details, such as means of trans- 
])ortation and subsistence, were left to the discretion of 
the several parties. We were to live on the country, 
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travel with the natives, and avail ourselves of any and 
every means of transportation and subsistence which tlie 
country atforded. It was no pleasure excursion up*,.!! 
which we were about to enter. The Riis.sian authorities 
at LRtropavlovski gave us all the information and a^-ist- 
ance in their power, but did not hesitate iti c.xpress the 
opinion that five men -would never succeed in exjloring 
the eiglrtecn Inindred miles of barren, almost nninliabited 
country, between the Amoor River and neh.ring’s Straits. 
It was not probable, they said, that the Major could gi-t 
through the peninsula of Kamtcl-iatka at all that fa!! he 
anticipated, but that if he did, he certainly cr)ii!d not pene- 
trate the great desolate stepiies to the northward, uliirli 
were only inhaiiited by wandering tribes of ('hookeh.is and 
Roraks. The Major replied simply (fiat he would -how 
them what we could do, and went on with his jirejiarations. 

On Saturday morning, August abih, the *■ nlgP' -ailed 
with Mahood and Bush for the Amoor Ri\-er. le:rJng ihe 
Afajor, Dodd, and me, at I'etropav lo\ -ki. to m.ikt: onr 
way northward through Kaintchatka. 

As the morning was clear and >um!}. I engaged a 
boat and a native crew, and accompanied Biub. ami Ma- 
hood out to sea. 

As Ave began to feel the fresh morning land bree/.e. and 
to draAV out slowly from under the cliffs of ti'a.! we-t (xnL-t. 

I drank a farewell glass of wine to the sm i'eMS of the 
“ Amoor River Exploring Party,” .shook hand,-, witii fue 
Ca[)tain and complimented his Dutch lii^Lo;-’, . and bad.,- 
good by to the mates and men. As i wem over the 
side, the second mate seemed overcome with emotion at 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


47 


the thouglit oi the perils which I was about to ciicounter 
111 that heathen countr}'-, and cried out in funny, broken 
-i'aigiish, ‘‘Oh, Mr. Kinney!” (he couldn’t say Kennan) 
“who’s ag’un to cook for ye, and ye can’t get no potatus- 
ses?” as if the absence of a cook and the lack of pota- 
toes were the summing up of all earthly privations. I 
assured him cheerfully that we could cook for ourselves, 
and eat roots : but he shook his head moLirnfully, as if 
he saw in prophetic vision the state of misery to which 
Siberian roots and our own cooking must inevitably re- 
duce us. Hush told me afterward that on the voyage to 
the Amoor he frequently observed the second mate in 
deep and melancholy revery, and upon approaching him 
and asking him what he was thinking about, he answered, 
with a mournful shake of the head and an indescribable 
emphasis : “ Poor Mr. Kinney ! Poor Mr. Kinney ! Poor 
Mr. Lemon!” to use his oivn words. Notwithstanding 
the scepticism ivith which I treated his sea-serpent, he 
gave me a place in his rough affections, second only to 
“ Tommy,” his favorite cat, and the pigs. 

As the “Olga” sheeted home her top-gallant sails, 
dianged her course more to the eastward, and swept 
slowly out between the heads, I caught a last glimpse of 
Push, standing on the quarter-deck by the wheel, and 
telegra])hing some unintelligible words in the Morse al- 
])habei with his arm. J waved my hat in response, and turn- 
ing shoreward, ivitb a lump in my throat,' ordered the men to 
give way. d'he “ Olga” was gone, and the last tic which 
connected us with the civiliiced world seemed severed. 


CnAPTTCR VL 


Our time in Petropavlo^'ski, after the (leparture nf the 

Oiga,” was almost wholl} occupied in making pivj),iu;- 
lions lor our northern journey ihrougdi ilu; Kainti'h.itkan 
peninsula. On I'uesday, however, Dod.u told me that 
there was to Ijo a wedding at the church, aitd iiu itetl jue 
to go over and witness the eerememy. it too-k itlace in 
the body of the church, iinmedititely after some sort of 
morning service, which had nearh' c;lf)sed wlien we eu- 
tered. I had no difficulty in singling out the hapiy indi- 
viduals whose fortunes were to be united in the lad}’ IkjiuIs 
of matrimony. ''J’hey betrayed their ov. u set ret by tlieir 
assumed indifierenee and unconsciousness. 

The unlucky (lucky?) man was :i young, loutni histiied 
Cossack about twenty years of age, divst-ed in a dark 
frock coat trimmed with scarlet and gatIuM‘ed like a 
lady’s dress above the waist, witich, v, ilh a reckle-v-, ili?,- 
regard for his anatomy, ■was assumed to bo six be- 

low' his armpits. In honor of the extraordinary occasion 
he had donned a great wdiite standing colkir which pro 
jeeted above his ears, as the mate of the < tlgn.” would 
say “like fore to’ gallant stiuhl’n' s’ls.'’ ( >wing (o dejdoi- 
able lack of undenstanding between liis < otton >.ants ao-l 
his shoes they failed to meet by about six iiu'hes. and sm 
provision had been made for the deiiciency. d'h.,. b.'iile 
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was comparatively an old woman— at least twenty years 
the young man’s senior, and a widow. I thought with a 
sigh of the elder Mr. Weller’s parting injunction to his 
son, “ Bevare o’ the vidders, Sammy — Bevare o’ the vu:h 
ders,” and wondered what the old gentleman would say 
could he see this unconscious “wictim” walking up to 
the altar “ and thinkin’ in liis ’art that it was all wery cap- 
ital” The bride wore a dress of that peculiar style of 
calico known as ‘‘furniture prints,” ivithout trimming or 
ornaments of any kind. Whether it was cut “bias” or 
with “gores,” I’m sorry to say I don’t know, dress-mak- 
ing being as much of an occult science to me as divina- 
tion. Her hair was tightly bound up in a scarlet silk 
handkerchief, fastened in front with a little gilt button. 
As soon as the church service wars concluded the altar 
was removed to the middle of the room, and the priest, 
donning a black silk gown which contrasted strangely 
with his heavy cowhide boots, summoned the couple be- 
fore him. 

After giving to each three lighted candles tied together 
with blue ribbon, he began to read in a loud sonorous 
voice what I supposed to be the marriage service, paying 
no attention whatever to stops, but catching his breath 
audibly in the midst of a sentence and hurrying on again 
with ten-fold rapidity. The candidates for matrimony 
were silent, but the deacon, who was looking abstractedly 
out of a ivindow on tlie opposite side of the eliurch, inter- 
rupted him occasionally with doleful chanted responses. 

At the conclusion of the reading, they all crossed them- 
selves devoutly halt a dozen times in succession, and after 
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asking them the decisive question the })i-ie^t gave inei!! 
each a silver ring. Then came more re:uling. ;U tl‘c cihI 
of which he administered to them a tea>.|>(ji)nful i-f Kiri'.' 
out of a cup. Heading and chanting were again i-esiuiied 
and continued for a long time, the bridegroom and brido 
crossing and jirostrating themselves coutiiuiaili. and the 
JJeacon closing up his responses by re|H,-ating '.sitii ih-e 
most astounding rapidity, fifteen times iis fi\e hec.onds. 
the words “Gaspodi pomeeluid’ ‘-God have mer<y upon 
us.’’ He then brought in two large gilt crown- lirn;'.-- 
mented with medallions, and blou i)ig off the dn -t wliieh 
had accumulated upon them since the last w'-dding. he 
placed them upon the heads of (he liridegroom aiidi bride. 

The young Cossack’s crown wasaltogether too [,ugr, and 
slipped down over his heail like a. <'andh' e,\ting-ii-her 
until it rested upon his ears — eGip.dng his eyes i-niiu-Iy. 
The Itride’s hair— or rather the iieciiliar nunnier in which 
it was “done up” — precluded die possildhi) of m.ddng a 
crown stay on her head, and an imli'. idiud from among rlie 
spectators was detailed to hold it thtu'e. Tlu; ]<rie-t then 
made the couple join hands, seized ilu* groom's lumd him- 
self, and they all began a hurried march around the aii.ir — 
the priest first, dragging along the Go.ssack. wiio. blindt-J 
by the crown, was continually stepping on liis iead..-r’s 
heels, the bride folknving the groom, aral trying lo keep 
the crown from pulling her hair down, uiwl la-ili. tim 
supernumerary stepping on the bride’s dress umd iiolling 
the gilt emblem of royalty in its place. 'I’he wlv'le 
formance was so indescribably hulicrous. tiiai I i nnid m't 
possibly keep my countenance in tluu sober fnune wlii; is 
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befitted the solemnity of the . occasion, and nearly scan- 
dalized the whole assembly by laughing out aloud. Three 
times they marched in this way around the altar, and the 
ceremony was tlien ended. The bride and groom kissed 
the crowns reverently as they .took them off, walked 
■around the church, crossing themselves and bowing in 
succession before each of the pictures of saints which 
hung against the ■wall, and at last turned to receive the 
congratulations of their friends. It was expected of 
course that the distingvished American, of whose intelli- 
gence, politeness, and suavity, so much had been heard, 
would congratulate the bride upon this auspicious occa- 
sion ; but at least, one distinguished but unfortunate 
American didn’t know how to do it. My acquirements in 
Russian were limited to “ Yes,” “ No,” and How do 
you do ? ” and none of these expressions were fully equal 
to the emergency. Desirous, however, of sustaining the 
national reputation for politeness, as well as of showing my 
good-will to the bride, I selected the last of the phrases 
as probably the most appropriate, and walking solemnly, 
and 1 fear awkwardly up, I asked the bride ivith a \'ery 
low bow, and in very bad Russian — how she did; she 
graciously replied, “ cherasvwechiana khorasho pakornashae 
blagadoroo,” and the distinguished American retired with 
a i')ro\id consciousness of having done his dut}^ I was 
not very much enlightened as to the state of the bride’s 
health; l)ut, judging from the facility with which she 
rattled off this tremendous sentence, we concluded that 
she must be well Nothing but a robust constitution and 
the most excellent health would have enabled her to do it. 
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Convulsed with laughter, Dodd and I, made our escape 
troni the church and returned to our quarters. I h.uu 
since been informed by the Major tliat (Ire niaiTi.ige cere- 
mony of the Greek Church, when proi)criy [)erronned, lias 
a peculiar impressiveness and solemnity ; but I .sh;.)! uc. er 
be able to see it now without having in}- scdeiiunt}- over- 
come by the recollection of that poor Cossack, stumbling 
around the altar after the priest with his head extingui:died 
in a crown ! 

From the moment when the Major der-ulcd upon the 
overland journey through Kamtchaika, lie (h.A'oicd al! his 
time and energies to the work of jirejiaratiom boxes 
covered with seal skin, and intended to be hung from }niC:- 
saddles, were pi'epared for the transportati<->n of oarstcu'es ; 
tents, bear-skins, and camp erpiipage, were bmigiu' and 
packed away in ingeniously contrived Inuulle'h: and everr- 
thing which nativ'e experience could suggest for ler-.scming 
the hardships of out-door life was {n-ovidiai in quantitie.s 
sufficient for two months’ journey. Idorse.s wei-t* liien or- 
dered from all the adjacent villages, and a siteeiai courier 
was sent throughout the peninsula liy the routi; which we 
intended to follow, with orders to apiirt^e tire natives 
everywhere of our coming, and to direct them to remain 
at home with all their horses until after our p.irty .Mionld 
pass. 

Thus prepared, we set out on the .ph of Scjitember for 
the far north. 

The penin-sula of Kamtchatka, through which we -were 
about to travel, is a long irregular tongue of land li ing 
east of the Okhotsk Sea, between tlie firty-ffr.st aiu! six?}-- 
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second degrees of North latitude, and measuring in ex- 
treme length about seven hundred miles. It is almost 
entirely of volcanic formation, and the great range of rug- 
ged mountains by which it -is longitudinally divided, com- 
prises even now five or six volcanoes in a state of almost 
uninterrupted activity. This immense chain of mountains,, 
which has never even been named, stretches fi‘om the fifty- 
first to the sixtieth degree of latitude in one almost con- 
tinuous ridge, and at last breaks off abruptly into the Ok- 
hotsk Sea, leaving to the northward a high level steppe 
called the “ dole ” or desert, which is the wandering gi-ound 
of the Reindeer Koraks. The central and southern parts 
of the peninsula are broken up by the spurs and foot hills 
of the great mountain range into deep sequestered valleys of 
the wdldest and most picturesque character, and afford scen- 
ery which, for majestic and varied beauty, is not surpassed 
in all Northern Asia. The climate everywhere, except in 
the extreme north, is comparatively mild and equable, and 
the vegetation has an almost tropical freshness and lux- 
uriance totally at variance with all one’s ideas of Kain- 
tchatka. The population of tire peninsula I estimate from 
careful observation at about 5,000, and it is made up of 
three distinct classes — the Russians, the Kamchadals or 
settled natives, and the Wandering Koraks. The Kam- 
chadals, who compose the most numerous class, are set- 
tled in little log villages throughout the peninsula, near 
the mouths of small rivers which rise in the central range 
of mountains, and fall into the Okhotsk Sea and the Pa- 
cific. Their principal occupations are fishing, fur trap- 
ping, and the cultivation of rye, turnips, cabbages, and po- 
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tatoes, which grow thriftily as far north as lat. 58^’. Tlieir 
largest settlements are in the fertile \allcy of t]-;.; K.-.m- 
tchatka River, between Petrojxivlovski aiul Kiucl-se. I’he 
Russians, who are comparatively few in mxmljer, are scat- 
tered here and there among the Ivamtchadal villages, and 
are generally engaged in trading for furs with tlie karn- 
chadals and the nomadic tribes to the northward, 'i'lu- 
Wandering Koraks, who are the wildest, most powerful, 
and most independent natives in the iJeninsula. seldom 
come south of the 58th parallel of latitude, ewept for die 
purpose of trade. Their chosen haunts me die gn-ai des- 
olate steppes lying hast of renjinsk Cinlf, uiauv tiny 
wander constantly from jilace to jjlace in .solitary bands, 
living in large fur tents and depending for subsi'-te-m e up- 
on their vast herds of tamed and d(jtuesli( .iied reindeer. 
The government under wlvich all the inluibitants of Kmn- 
tchatka nominally live i.s administereil b>y a Rus,'-i;ij) ofiicc'j' 
called an “Ispravnik” or local governor, who i.s '■ujipo>.. 
ed to settle all cpiestions of law wliidi may arise between 
individuals or tribes, and to collect the annmd 
or taK of furs, which is levied u]ion ever)- nude inhaliitanl 
in his province. He resides in l’elro])avk>vski. and ov.ing 
to the e.vtent of country over which he has iiiriMlied.m and 
the imperfect facilities which it aihirds fur getting .ibout, 
he is seldom seen outside of the village win r*- he his 
head-quarters. The only means of trnnsportaiion h.e- 
tweenthe widely separated settlements of tla- Kmnclia.lds 
are pack-horses, canoes, and dog-sledges, and there i-; ii-u 
such a thing as a road in the whole [leninsnla. I ma} lui , e 
occasion hereafter to speak of dT-oad.s/' j>ul I liiean ],y 
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the word nothing more than the geometrician means by 
a “line” — simple longitudinal extension without any of 
the sensible qualities which are popularly associated with 
it. 

Through this wild, sparsely populated region, we pur- 
posed to travel by hiring the natives along our route to 
carry us with their horses from one settlement to another 
until we should reach the territory of the Wandering 
Koraks. North of that point we could not depend upon 
any regular means of transportation, but would be obliged 
to trust to “ luck ” and the tender mercies of the Arctic 
nomads. 


CHAPTER VfL 


I CANNOT remember any journey in iny v. holc bie winch 
gave me more enjoyment at the time, or is more 

pleasant in recollection, than our iirst horsd)ack idle of 
275 versts over the iiowery hills ami ihrougli the green 
valleys of Southern Karntchalka,, siuTuumied a;-^ cim- 
tinualiy were by the wildest and most beautiful -scenery 
in all Northern Asia, experiencing for iht; urst time the 
novelty and adventurous excitement of (;uup Hfi; ; and 
rejoicing in a newly-found sense of fivodfiP.) and [K-ri'eci 
independence, we turned our Ixu.ks g-hly on i is iu/atitui, 
and rode away with light hearts into the wildn/rm --.. mak- 
ing the hills ring to the music of our aoiias ami haihios. 

*' Our party, aside from drivers and guides, couiviaicil of 
four men. The Major Generalissimo of the times .-md 
chief of Asiatic exploration, Idudd the somyg AniLirican, 
whom we had engaged in Ikaropavlovski, audi myself. 
The biting sarcasm directed Ijy Mithritlates at the army 
of Lucullus — that if they came as amh.assadors they were 
too many, if as soldiers too few — would luive applie-!.! 
with equal force to our small jiargv made iqi us it wcis of 
only four men ; but strength is not always m be 
by numbers, and we had no fear .s tluU. we -dioidd isot b.„; 
able to cope with any obstacles vvluc'h iuight lie i.u our 
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way. We could certainly subsist ourselves where a 
larger party would starve. 

On Sunday, September 3d, our horses were loaded and 
dispatched in advance to a small village on the opposite 
side of the bay, where we intended to meet them with a 
whale-boat. On Monday the 4th we made our farewell 
calls Upon the Russian authorities, drank an inordinate 
quantity of champagne to our own health and success, 
and set out in two whale-boats for Avatcha, aceompianied 
by the whole American population of Petropavlovski. 
Crossing the bay under sprit-sail and jib, with a slashing 
breeze from the south-west, we ran swiftly into the mouth 
of the Avatcha River, and landed at the village to refresh 
ourselves for the fifteenth time with “ fifteen drops,” and 
take leave of our American friends, Pierce Hunter and 
Fronefield. Copious libations were poured out to the 
tutelary saint of Kamtchatkan explorers, and giving and 
receiving three hearty cheers, we pushed off and began to 
make our way slowly up the river with poles and paddles 
toward the Kamchadal settlement of Okoota. 

Our native crew, sharing in the univer.sal dissipation 
which had attended our departure, and wholly unaccus- 
tomed to such reckless drinking, were reduced by this 
time to a comical state of happy imbecility, in which they 
sang gurgling Kamchadal songs, blessed the Americans, 
and fell overboard alternately, without contributing in any 
marked degree to the successful navigation of our heavy 
whal eJ;-oat. usliine, however, with characteristic energy 
hauled the drowning wretches in by their hair, rapped 
them over the head with a paddle to restore conscious- 
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ness, pushed the boat otf sand-bars, it: 

stream, poled, rowed, jumped into tlic ualci 
swore, and proved himself fully e*|ual to 
gency. 

It was considerably after noon when wo left 
lovski, and, owing to the inco/npetencv of onr 
dal crew, and the frequency of sand-iisrs, nigh 
us on the river some distance below ( >koota. 
a place where the bank was dry and acfa 
beached our whale-boat and prepared for onr fn 
in the open air. Beating down ihe high 
Vushine pitched our little cotton tent, carpet 
warm, dry bear-skins, improvised a table ami a 
of an empty candle-box and a dean towel. I 
boiled tea, and in twenty minutes set before n ot 
which would not have done discredit to the enl 
of.Soyer himself. After siqiper we sat by ilie 
ing and talking until the long twilight I’i.,.] a\ 
•west, and then rolling ourselve.s ui> in luan y bl; 
lay down on our bear-skins and listened to tin; I 
ing of a half-aw'akened duck in the sedge's, an.d 
cries of night-birds on the river, until at hi: 
asleep. 

Day "vvas just breaking in the ea-^t wben 1 awt 
mist, which for a week had hung in gray dom 
the mountains, had now vanished, and ilie ii 
•which met my eyes through the ope-n door ot 
wars the great -white cone of Vii!oo-d(i:i ski 
S])ectraUy through the grayness of the d.i-an. 
red flush in the east deepened, all nature .st. 
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awake. Ducks and geese quacked from every bunch 
of reeds along the shore ; the strange wailing cries of 
sea-gulls could be heard from the neighboring coast ; and 
from the clear, blue sky came down the melodious 
trumpeting of wild swans, as they flew inland to their 
feeding-places. I washed my face in the clear, cold 
water of the river, and waked Dodd to see the moun- 
tains. Directly behind our tent, in one unbroken sheet 
of snoiv, rose the colossal peak of Ko-rfit-skoi, ten thou- 
sand five hundred feet in height, its sharp wiiite summit 
already crimsoning with the rays of the rising sun, while 
the morning star yet throbbed faintly over the cool purple 
of its eastern slope. A little to the right w^as the huge 
volcano of Avatcha, with a long banner of golden smoke 
hung out from its broken summit, and the Roselskoi 
volcano puffing out dark vapor from three craters- Far 
down the coast, thirty miles aivay, stood the sharp 
■peak of Villoochinski, with the watch-fires of morning 
already burning upon its summit, and beyond it the hazy 
blue outlines of the coast range. Shreds of fleecy mist 
here and there floated up the mountain sides, and van- 
ished like the s]>irit3 of the night-deivs rising from earth 
to heaven in bright resurrection. Steadily the warm, 
rosy flush of sunrise crept doivn the snovvy slopes of the 
mountains, until at last, wfith a quick sudden burst, it 
poured a flood of light into the valley, tinging bur little 
white tent wfith a delicate pink, like that of a wfild rose- 
leaf, turning every pendent dew-drop into a twfinkling 
brilliant, and lighting up the still w'ater of the river, until 
it became a quivering, flashing mass of liquid silver. 
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“ I’m not romantic, but, upon my word, 

There are some moments when one can’t help feeling 
As if his heart’s chords were so strongly stirred 
By things around him, that ’tis vain concealing 
A little music in his soul still lingers, 

Whene’er the heys are touched by Nature’s fingers, ’ ’ 

I was just delivering the above quotation in impas- 
sioned style, when Dodd, who never allowed his enthu- 
siasm for the beauties of Nature to interfere with a proper 
rega,rd for the welhire of his stomach, emerged from the 
tent, and with a mock solemn apology for interrupting 
my soliloquy, said that if I could bring my mind down to 
the contemplation of material things, he would inform me 
that breakfast was ready, and begged to suggest that the 
little music in my soul be allowed to “linger,” since it 
could do so with less detriment than the said breakfast. 
The force of this suggestion, seconded as it was by a 
savory odor from the interior of the tent, could not be 
denied. I went, but still continued between the spoon- 
fuls of hot soup to “rave,” as Dodd expressed it, about 
the scenery. After breakfast the tent was struck, camp 
equipage packed up, and taking seats in the stern-sheets 
of our whale-boat, we pushed off and resumed our slow 
ascent of the river. 

The vegetation everywhere, untouched as yet by the 
autumn frosts, seemed to have an almost tropical luxuri- 
ance. High w'ild grass, mingled with varicolored flowers, 
extended to the very river's brink ■ Alpine roses and cin- 
quefoil grew in dense thickets along the bank, and dropped 
their pink and yellow petals like fairy boats upon the sur- 
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face of the clear still water ; yellow^ colmnlriiie ilroojjed 
low over the river, to see its graceful iriKige mirrored be- 
side that of the majestic volcano ; and strange black 
Kamtchatlcan lilies, with downcast looks, stood here and 
there in sad loneliness, inourning in funeral garb some un- 
known llowery bereavement. 

Nor was animal life wanting to conijileto the picture. 
Wildciuck^. with long out^livK'hed necks, shot past us con- 
tinually in their swift level llight. uttering hoarse “ quacks " 
()f curiosity and ap[>rehen.^ion ; the ‘‘honking” of geese 
came to us, softened liy di.stance, from the higher skqtes 
of the mountains : and now and then a magnificent eagle, 
startled from his solitary watch on some jutting rock, e\- 
panded his broad-barred wings, launched himself into air, 
and soared upward in ever-widening circles until he be- 
came a mere moving speck against the while snowy crater 
of the Avatchinski volcano. Never had I seen a picture 
of such wild primitive loneliness as that presented liy this 
beautiful ' fertile valley, encircled by smoking volcanoes 
and snow-covered mountains, yet green as the vale rif 
Terape, teeming with animal and vegetable life, yet soli- 
tary, uninhabited by man, and apparently unknown. 
About noon the barking of dogs announced our approach 
to a settlement, and turning an abrujit bend in the river, 
we came in sight of the Kamtchadal village of Okoota. 

A Kamtchadal village differs in some respects so widely 
from an American frontier settlement, that it is worthy, 
peihaps, of a brief description. It is situated generally 
on a little elevation near the bank of some river or stream, 
sin-rounded by scattered clumps of poplar and yellow 
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birch, and protected by high hills from the cold northern 
winds. Its houses, which are clustered irregularly together 
near the beach, are veiy’ low, and are made of logs squared 
and notched at the ends, and chinked with masses of dry 
moss. The roofs are covered with a rough thatch of long 
coarse grass, or with overlapping strips of tamarack baric, 
and project at the ends and sides into wide overhanging 
eaves. The window-frames, although occasionally glazed, 
are more frequently covered with an irregular patchwork 
of translucent fish-bladders, sewn together with thread 
made of the dried and pounded sinews of the reindeer. 
The doors are almost square, and the chimneys are nothing 
but long straight poles, arranged in a circle and plastered 
over thickly with clay. Here and there between the 
houses stand half a dozen curious architectural quadru peds 
called “bologuns,” or fish storehouses. They are simply 
conical log-tents, elevated from the ground on four posts 
to secure their contents from the dogs, and resemble as 
much as anything small hay-stacks trying to walk away 
on four legs. High square frames of horizontal poles 
stand beside every house, filled with thousands of drying 
salmon ; and “ an ancient and fish-like smell,” which per- 
vades the Axhole atmosphere, betrays the nature of the 
Kamtchadals’ occupation and of the food upon which they 
live. Half a dozen dug-out canoes lie bottom upward on 
the sandy shelving beach, covered with lai-ge neatly tied 
seines ; two or three long, narrow dog-sledges stand up on 
their ends against every house, and a hundred or more 
sharp-eared wmlfish dogs, tied at intervals to long heavy 
iroles, lie panting in the sun, snapping viciously at the flies 
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and mosiniitors ivhiElt disturb their rest In the centre 
of the vilh)i4(', facing lltc west, stands, in all the glory of 
Kamlelialko r.yxantlne architecture, red paint, and glitter- 
ing doinos, till? omnijiresent Greek churcb, contrasting 
strangely with the rude log-houses and conical “bologans” 
o\'er which it evtends the spiritual protection of its re- 
splendent golden cross. It is built generally of carefully- 
hewn logs, painted a deep brick red, covered with a green 
sheet-iron roog and surmounted by two onion-shaped 
domes of tin, which are sometimes colored a sky-blue and 
spangled with golden stars. Standing with all its glaring 
contrasts of color among a few unpainted log-houses in a 
jirimitive wilderness, it has a strange i>ictures(pie aiipear- 
ance not easily described. If you can imagine a rough 
American backwoods’ settlement of low log-houses, clus- 
tered round a gaily-colored Turkish mosque, half a dozen 
small haystacks mounted on high vertical posts, fifteen or 
twenty Titanic wooden gridirons similarly elevated and 
hung full of drying fish, a few dog-sledges and canoes ly- 
ing carelessly around, and a hundred or more gray wolves 
tied here and there between the houses to long heavy 
poles, you will have a general but tolerably accurate idea 
of a Kamtchadal settlement of the better class. They 
differ somewhat in respect to their size and their chnvc.hes ; 
but the gray log-houses, conical “ bologans,” drying iish, 
■wolfish dogs, canoes, sledges, and fishy odors are all in- 
variable features. 

The inhabitants of these native settlements in Southern 
Kamtchatka are a dark swarthy race, consklerably below 
the average stature of Siberian natives, and are very dif- 
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fcrent in all their characteristics from the wandering tribes 
of Koraks and Chookchees who live farther north. The 
men average perhaps five feet three or tour inches in 
height, have broad flat faces, prominent cheek bones, 
small and rather sunken eyes, no beards, long, lank, black 
hair, small hands and feet, very slender limbs, and a ten- 
dency to enlargement and protrusion of the abdomen. 
They are probably of Central Asiatic origin, but they cer- 
tainly have had no very recent connection with any other 
Siberian tribe with which I am acquainted, and are not at 
all like the Chookchees, Koraks, Gakoots, or Tungoos. 
From the fact of their living a settled instead of a wander- 
ing life, they were brought under Russian subjection much 
more easily than their nomadic neighbors, and have since 
experienced in a greater degree the civilizing influences of 
Russian intercourse. They have adopted almost univer- 
sally the religion, custoins, and habits of their conquerors, 
and their owm language, which is a very curious one, is 
already falling into disuse. It would be easy to describe 
their character by negatives. They are not independent, 
self-reliant, or of a combative disposition, like the northern 
Chookchees and Koraks ; they are not avaricious or dis- 
honest, except where those traits are the results of Rus- 
sian education ; they are not suspicious or distrustful, but 
rather the contrary; and for generosity, liospitality, sim- 
ple good faith, and easy, equable good-natiu'C under all 
circumstances, I have never met their equals. As a race 
they are undoubtedly becoming extinct. Since 1 780 they 
have diminished in numbers more than one-half, and fre- 
quently recurring epidemics and famines will soon reduce 
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them to a comparatively weak and unimportant tribe, 
which will linally be absorbed in the growing Russian 
population of the peninsula. They have already lost most 
of their distinctive fustoms and superstitions, and only 
an occasional sacrifice of a dog to some malignant spirit 
of storm or disease enables the modern traveller to catch 
a glinpise of their original paganism. They dejiend 
mainly for subsistence upon the salmon, which every sum- 
mer run into these northern rivers in immense quantities 
to span’ll, and are si>oared, caught in seines, and trapiied 
in weirs by thousands. These fish, dried without salt 
in the open air, are the food of the Kamtchadals and of 
their dogs throughout the long, cold northern winter. 
During the summer, however, their bill of fare is more 
varied. The climate and soil of the river bottoms in 
Southern Kamtchatka admit of the cnltivation of rye, 
potatoes, and turnips, and the whole peninsula abounds in 
animal. life. Reindeer and black and brown bears roam 
everywhere over the mossy plains and through the 
grassy valleys ; wild sheep and a species of ibex are not un- 
frequently found in the mountains; and millions upon mil- 
lions of ducks, geese, and swans, in almost endless varietjy 
swarm about every river and little marshy lake through- 
out the country. These aquatic fowls are captured in 
great multitudes while moulting, by organized ‘‘drives’’ 
of fifty or seventy -five men. in canoes, who chase the birds 
in one great lloek up some narrow stream, at the end of 
whiclr a huge net is arranged for their reception. They 
are then killed with clubs, cleaned and salted for winter 
use. Tea and sugar have been introduced by the Rus- 
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sianSj and have been received with great favor, the annua] 
consumption now being more than 20,000 iiounds of 
eacli ill the Kaintchatkan peninsula alone. Bread is now 
made of rye, which the Kamtchadals raise and grind for 
themselves ; Init previous to the settlement of the country 
by the Russians, the only native substitute for bread was 
a sort of baked paste, consisting chielly of the grated 
tuliers of the pur])le Kaintchatkan lily. The only fruits 
in the country are berries and a species of wild cherry. 
Of the berries, however, there are fifteen or twenty dif- 
ferent kinds, of which the most important are blueberries, 
‘hnaroshkas,” or yellow-cloud berries, and dwarf cran- 
bc-rries. These the natives pick late in the fall, and 
freeze for winter consumption. Cows are kept in nearly 
all the Kamtchadal settlements, and milk is always jilenty. 
A curious native dish of sour milk, baked curds, and 
sweet cream, covered with powdered sugar and cinnamon, 
is worthy of being placed upon a civilized table. 

It will thus be seen that life in a Kaintchatkan settle- 
ment, gastronomically considered, is not altogether so 
disagreeable as we have been led to believe. I have seen 
natives in the valley of the Kamtchatka as pleasantly 
situated, and enjoying as much comfort and almost as 
many luxuries, as nine-tenths , of the settlers ipion the 
frontiers of our western States and Territories. 
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CHAPTER VriL 


At Okoota avo found our horses and men a\ 
arrival ; and after eating a liastj luu(;]i of bread 
blueberries in a little native liouse, we dami 
wardlv into our saddles, and fileii awa}’ in a Ion 
line through the woods, Dodd and 1 takiiv-- tin 
singing ‘‘JSonnie Dundee.” 

e kept continually near the group of mount 
had presented so beautiful an api)earance in tlu 
but owing to the forest of Ihreh and mountain 
clothed the foot-hills, we caught only occasions 
between the tree-tops of their white snowy sum 
just before sunset Ave rode into another li 
village, whose ingeniously constructed name de 
inexperiencetl attempts to pronounce it or wrii 
Dodd was good-natured enough to rei)eat it to 
or sixteen times ; but as it sounded worse ami i 
telhgible every time, 1 finally called it Jerusale 
it go at that, for the sake of goograjdiical ; 
have so marked it down on my map ; but let 
commentator point to it triumpliantly as a jiroo 
lost tribes of Israel emigrated to Kamtehatka 
believe that they did, and I know that ihk 
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iieitlicr the Hebrew alphabet nor any other known to 
ancient literature could have begun to do it justice. 

Tired Irv the unusual exercise of horseback riding, I 
entered Jerusalem at a walk, and throwing my bridle to a 
Kaintchadal in blue nankeen shirt and buckskin pants, who 
saluted me with a reverential bow, I wearily dismounted 
and entered the house which Vushine indicated as the one 
wdiich we were to occupy. 

The best room, which had been prepared for our recep- 
tion, was a low bare apartment about twelve feet square, 
whose walls, ceiling, and floor of unpainted birch planks 
were scoured to a smooth snowy purity which would have 
been creditable even to the neat housewives of the Dutch 
paradise of Broek. An immense clay oven, neatly painted 
red, occupied one side of the room ; a bench, three or four 
rude chairs, and a table, were arranged with severe pro- 
priety against the other. Two windows of glass, shaded 
by flowery calico curtains, admitted the warm sunshine; a 
few coarse American lithographs hung here and there 
against the wall ; an air of perfect neatness, which prevailed 
everywhere, made us suddenly and iiainfully conscious of 
our own muddy boots and rough attire. No tools except 
axes and knives had been used iii the construction of the 
house or of its furniture ; but the unplancd, unpainted 
boards had been diligently scrubbed with water and sand 
to a delicate creamy whiteness, which made amends for 
all rudeness of workmanship. There was not a plank in 
the floor from which the most fastidious need ha^'e hesita.ted 
to eat. The most noticeable peculiarity of this, as of all 
the other Kaintchadal houses which we saw in Southern 
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Kaintdiatka, was the lowness of its doors. They seemed 
to lia'-e been designed for a race of beings whose only 
means of locomotion were hands and knees, and to enter 
them without making use of those means required a tloxi- 
bility ol sjiinal verlehra2 'only to he acquireil by long and 
persevering practice. Vushine and Dodd, who had travel- 
led in Kamtcbalka hefore, experienced no difficult)' in 
accommodating tlicm.selves to this peGuliarity of native 
architecture ; but tiie Major and I, during the first two 
weeks of our journey, bore upon the fore parts of our 
heads, bumps whose extraordinaiy size and irregularity 
of development Avould have puzzled even Spurzheini and 
Gall. If the abnormal enlargement of the bumps had 
only been accompanied by a corresponding enlargement 
of the respective faculties, there would liave been some 
compensation for this disfiguration of our heads ; but un- 
fortunately “ perception ” might be sudden!}' developed 
by the lintel of a door until it looked like a goose-egg, 
without enabling us to perceive the very next beam which 
came in our way until after we had struck our heads 
against it. 

The Cossack who had been sent through the peninsula 
as an avant-courier to notify the natives of our coming, 
had carried the most exaggerated reports of our power 
and importance, and elaborate preparations had been 
made by the Jerusalemites for our reception. The bouse 
which was to be honored by our presence had been care- 
fully scrubbed, swept, and garnished j the women had jnit 
on their most llowery calico -dresses, and tied their hair 
up in their brightest silk liandkerchiefs ; most of the chil- 
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(Iren’s faces had been painfully washed and polished witli 
soap-water and wads of fibrous hemp; the whole village 
had been laid under contribution to obtain the requisite 
number of plates, cups, and spoons for our supper-table, 
and votive offerings of ducks, reindeers’ tongues, blueber- 
ries, and clotted cream poured in upon us with a profu- 
sion which testified to the good-will and hospitality of the 
inhabitants, as well as to their ready appreciation of tired 
travellers’ wants. In an hour we sat down, with appetites 
sharpened by the pure mountain air, to an excellent supper 
of cold roast duck, broiled reindeers* tongues, black bread 
and fresh butter, blueberries and cream, and wild rose 
petals crushed with white sugar into a rich delicious jam. 
We had come to Kamtchatka with minds and mouths 
heroically made up for an imvaiqdng diet of blubber, tal- 
low-candles, and train-oil ; but imagine our surprise and 
delight at being treated instead to such Sybaritic luxuries 
as purple blueberries, cream, and preserved rose leaves ! 
Did l^ucullus ever feast upon preserved rose petals in his 
vaunted pleasure-gardens of Tusculum ? Never!. The 
original mcipe for the preparation of celestial ambrosia 
had been lost before ever “ Lucullus sup|)ed with Lucul- 
lus but it was rediscovered by the desjjised inhabitants 
of Kamtchatka, and is now offered to the world as the first 
('ontribution of the Hyperboreans to gastronomical science. 
Talce ecjual quantities of white loaf sugar and the ])etals of 
the Alpine rose, add a little juice of crushed blueberries, 
macerate together to a rich crimson paste, serve in the 
painted cujrs of trumpet honeysuckles, and imagine yourself 
feasting with the gods upon the summit of high Olympus ! 
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As soon ns iiossil.le after sii]»pcr 3 stretdiecl niysdf out 
iipon^ the lloor under a convenient talde, Avhich ansivered 
pou tically and ;esllielicul]y' all tiie purposes of a four-jiost 
bedstead, inflated my little rubber pillow, roiled invself up, 
a la mummy, in a blanket, and slept. 

J.he -Major, always an earl}' riser, was awake on llie lul- 
lowing morning nt daylight. Dodd and .1, with a coinci- 
dence oi opinion as rare a.s it was gratifying, reganled 
emly rising as a relic of barbarism wliich no American, 
a proper regard for the eivili/ation of the nineteenth 
centiii v, would demean himself by encouraging. Wo had 
therefore entered into a mutual agreement upon this oc- 
casion to sleep peacefully until the “caravan,” as Dodd 
irreverently st}'letl it, slioiild Ijc ready to start, or at least 
until we should receive a summons for I'-reakfast. Soon 
aimr dat’brcak. however, a terriiic row began about some- 
thing, and with a vague impressimi that I was attending a 
particularly animated i)rimary meeting in the Ninth Ward, 

I sprang up, knocked my head violently against a talile- 
leg, opened my eyes in amazement, and stared w'ildly at 
the situation. The Major, in a scanty dtshahilK-, was 
storming furiously alaont the room, cursing our frightened 
drivers in classical liussian, because the horses had all 
stampeded during the night and gone, as he .said avith ex- 
pressive sim])licity, “Chort tolko znal kooda ilu- 
devil only knew where.” This was rather an unfortnnatc 
beginning of our campaign ; but in the course of two hours 
most of the wandering beasts were found, packs were ad- 
justed, and after an unnecessary amount of profanity from 
the drivers, turned our backs on Jerusalem and rode 
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slowly away over the rolling grassy foot-hills of the Avatch- 
insld volcano. 

It was a warm, 'beautiful Indian summer’s day, and a 
peculiar stillness and Sabbath-like quiet seemed to per- 
vade all nature. The leaves of the scattering birches and 
alders along the trail hung motionless in the warm sun- 
shine, the drowsy cawing of a crow upon a distant larch 
came to our ears with strange distinctness, and we even 
imagined that we could hear the regular throbbing of the 
surf upon the far-away coast. A faint murmurous hum 
of bees was in the air, and a rich fruity fragrance came 
up from the purple clusters of blueberries which our 
horses crushed under foot at every step. All things 
seemed to unite in tempting the tired traveller to stretch 
himself out on the warm fragrant grass, and spend the 
day in luxurious idleness, listening to the buzzing o.'’ the 
sleepy bees, inhaling the sweet smell of crushed blueber- 
ries, and watching the wreaths of curling smoke which 
rose lazily from the lofty crater of the great white volcano. 
I laughingly said to Dodd that instead of being in Siberia 
— the frozen land of Russian exiles- — we had apparently 
been transported by some magical Arabian Night’s con- 
triv'ance to the clime of the “ Lotus Eaters,” which would 
account for the dreamy, di’Oivsy influence of the atmo- 
sphere. “Clime of the Lotus Eaters be hanged !" he 
broke out impetuously, making a furious slap at his face ; 
“the poet don’t say that the Lotus Eaters were eaten up 
themselves by such cursed mosquitoes as these, and 
they’re sufficient evidence tliat we’re in Kamtchatka — 
they don’t grow as big as bumble-bees in any other conn- 
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M’KJNT 1, 

try !” I reminded him mildly that according to Walton 
■ — old Isaac— every misery we missed was a new mercy, 
and that, consequently, he ought to be thankful for every 
mosquito that didn’t bite him. His only reply was that 
“he wished he had old Isaac there.” What sumiuary 
reprisals nere to be made upon old Isaac I did not 
know. ])ut it was c\'ident that Dodd did not approve (jf 
his phiioso]'hy, or of my attempt at consolation, so 1 de* 
sisted. 

Alaximof, the chief of our drivers, laboring under a vague 
impression that, hecau.se everything was so still and quiet, 
it must be Sunday, rode - slowly through the scattered 
clumps of silver birch which shaded the trail, chanting in 
a loud, sonorous voice a part of the service of the Greek 
Church, suspending this devotional e.xercise, occasionally, 
to curse his vagrant horses in a style which would have 
excited the envy and admiration of the must profane 
trooper of the army in Flanders. 

Oh ! let my pray-er be-e-e (jyi’rc / Ki’ej> m 

the road f) set forth as the in-cense ; and let the lifting 
up of my han-n-n-ds be — ( Get np ! you Korova I You 
old, Mind, broken-legged mi of the Evil Spirit I Where 
you going to f ) — an eve-n4ng sacrifice : let not my heart 
be inclined to — {Lie down again, will you I Thwack I 
Take that, you old sleepy-headed svenya proclatye 1) — any 
e-vil thing ; let me not be occupied with any evil works 
{Akh I JVhat a horse ! Bokli s' neem !). Set a watch be- 
fore my mouth, and keep the do-o-o-r of my lips— -.( Whoa / 
You merzavitz l What did you run into that tree fort 
Eeax voron ! Podlctz! Slepoitakoil Chort tibi vasmee I') 


74 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


— and Maxiinof lapsed into a strain of such ingenious 
and metaphorical profanity that my imagination was left 
to supply the deficiencies of niy imperfect comprehen- 
sion, He did not seem to be conscious of any inconsis- 
tency between the chanted psalm and the profane inter- 
jections by which it was accompanied ; but, even if he 
liad been fully aware of it^ he probably would have re- 
garded the chanting as a fair offset to the profanity, and 
would have gone on his way with serene indifference, 
fully assured that if he sang a sacred verse every time he 
swore, his celestial account must necessarily balance ! 

The road, or rather trail, from Jerusalem turned away 
to the westward, and wound around the bases of a range 
of low bare mountains, through a dense forest of poplar 
and birch. Now and then we would come out into little 
grassy openings, Avhere the ground was covered with blue- 
berries, and every eye would be on the lookout for bears; 
but all was still and motionless — even the grasshoppers 
chirping sleepily and lazily, as if they too were about to 
yield to the somnolence which seemed to overpower all 
nature. 

To escape the mosquitoes, whose relentless persecution 
became almost unendurable, we rode on more briskly 
through a broad, level valley, filled with a dense growth of 
tall umbelliferous plants, trotted swiftly up a little hill, and 
rode at a thundering gallop into the village of Korak, 
amid the howling and barking of a hundred and fifty half- 
wild dogs, the neighing of horses, running to and fro of 
men, and a scene of general confusion. 

At Korak we changed most of our horses and men, ate 


an '-al fresco” lunch under the projecting eaves of a 
mossy Kamtchadal house, and started at two o’cloc'-k 
tor Malqua, another village, fifty or sixtv miles distant, 
across the water- shed of the Kamtchatka River. Aliout 
sunset, after a brisk ride of fifteen or eighteen miles, ave 
suddenly emerged from the dense forest of poplar, birch, 
and mountain ash which had .shut in the trail, and came 
out into a little grassy opening, about an acre in extent, 
Avhich seemed to have been made expressly with a view 
to camping out. It was surrounded on three sides by 
woods, and opened on the fourth into a wild mountain 
gorge, choked up with rocks, logs, and a dense growth 
of underbrush and weeds. A clear, cold stream tumbled 
in a succession of tinkling cascades down the dark ravine, 
and ran in a sandy flower-bordered channel through the 
grassy glade, until it disappeared in the encircling forest; 
It \vas useless to look for a better place than this to 
spend the night, and ive decided to stop while we still 
had daylight. To picket our horses, collect wood for a 
fire, hang over our tea-kettles, and pitch our little cotton 
tent, was the work of only a few moments, and we were 
soon lying at full length upon our w'arm bear-skins, around 
our towel covered candle-box, drinking hot tea, discussing 
Kamtchatka, and watching the rosy flush of sunset as it 
slowly faded over the western mountains. 

As I was lulled to sleep that night by the munnuring 
])lash of falling water, and the tinkling of our honse.s’ bells 
from the forest behind our tent, 1 thought that nothing 
could be more delightful than camp life in Kamtchatka. 

IVe reached Malqua on the following day, in a generally 
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exhausted and used-up condition. The road had been 
terribly rough and broken, running through narrow ra,- 
vines blocked up with rocks and fallen trees, across wet 
mossy swamps, and over rugged precipitous hills, where 
we dared not attempt to ride our horses. We were 
thrown repeatedly from our saddles; our provision -boxes 
wcj-e smashed against trees, and wet through by sinking 
in swamps ; girths gave way, drivers swore, horses fell 
down, and we all came to grief, individually and collec- 
tively. The Major, unaccustomed as he was to these 
vicissitudes of Kamtchatkan travel, held out like a Spar- 
tan ; but I noticed that for the last ten miles he rode upon 
a pillow, and shouted at short intervals to Dodd, who, 
with stoical imperturbability, was riding quietly in ad- 
vance : “ Dodd ! oh, Dodd ! haven’t we got most to 
that con-foiind-ed Malqua yet ? ” Dodd would strike his 
horse a sharp bloAV with a willow switch, turn half round 
in his saddle, and reply, with a quizzical smile, that we 
were not most there yet, but would be soon ! ” — an 
equivocal sort of consolation which did not inspire us 
with much enthusiasm. At last, when it had already 
begun to grow dark, we saw a high column of white 
steam in the distance, which rose, Dodd and Vushine 
said, from the hot springs of Makpia ; and in lifteen 
minutes Ave rode, tired, wet, and hungry, into the settle- 
ment. Supper was a secondary consideration with me 
that night. All I wanted AA'^as to crawl under a table 
Avhere no one Avould step on me, and be let alone. I 
had never before felt such a vivid consciousness of rny 
muscular and osseous system. Every separate bone and 
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Icnclon in my "body asserted its individual existence by a 
distinct and independent ache, and my back in twenty 
minutes was as inflexible as an iron ramrod. I felt a 
melancholy conviction that I never would measure five 
feet ten inches again, unless 1 could lie cm some J’ro- 
cu-ustean bed and have my back streti'hed out to its 
original longitude. Repeated periiendicular concussions 
had, I confidently believed, ’‘telescoped” my s[nnal ver- 
tebrm into each other, so that nothing short of a surgical 
ojicration would ever restore them to their original posi- 
tions. Revolving in my mind such immrnful considera- 
tions, I fell asleep under a table, without even pulling off 
my boots. 


CHAPTER IX. 


It was hard work on the following morning to climb 
again into the saddle, but the Major was insensible to all 
appeals for delay. Stern and inflexible as Rhadamanthiis, 
he •mounted stiffly upon his feather pillow and gave the 
signal for a start. With the aid of two sympathetic Karri- 
tchadals, who had perhaps experienced the misery of a 
stiff back, I succeeded in getting astride a fresh horse, 
and we rode away into the Gemd valley — the garden of 
Southern Kamtchatka. 

The village of Mai qua lies on the northern slope of the 
Kamtchatka River water-shed, surrounded by low barren 
granite hills, and reminded me a little in its situation of 
Virginia City, Nevada. It is noted chiefly for its hot 
mineral springs, but as we did not have time to visit 
these springs ourselves, w'e were compelled to take the 
natives’ word for their temperature and their medicinal 
proiierties, and content ourselves with a distant view of 
the pillar of steam which marked their location. 

North of the village opens the long narrow valley of 
Cenul — the most beautiful as well as the most fertile sjjot 
in all the Kamtchatkan peninsula. It is about thirty 
miles in length, and averages three in breadth, and is 
bounded on both sides by chains of high snow-covered 
mountains, which stretch away from Malqua in a long 
vista of white ragged peaks and sharp cliffs, almost to the 
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head waters of the Kaintchatka River. A small strenra 
rniKs in a tortuous course through the valley, fringed with 
long wild grass four or five feet in height, and shaded 
Iicre and there by clumps of birches, willows, and alders. 
The foliage ivas beginning already to assume the liriliiap.i 
colors of early autumn, and bixtad stripes of crimson, 
yellow, and gu-een ran hori/onialh along the mountain 
sides, marking on a splendid chromatic scale the slu;t‘e^- 
sive xoncs of vegetation as tluyv rose in regular giadapon 
from the level of the valley to the pure gliitering snows 
of the higher peaks. 

Ah we aig'roached the mid.dle of the valley just before 
noon, the scenery Uhsumed a vividness of color and gran- 
deur of outline which drew forth the umst enthusiastic ck- 
clamations of delight from our little parly. For twenty- 
five mile.s in each direction lay the sunny valley through 
which, the Cleim! River was siretched like a tangled chain 
of silver, linking together the scattered clumps of birch 
and lliickeis of aider, which at intervals diversified its 
banks. Like the Happy Valley of Rasselas, it seemed lo 
be shut out from the rest of the world by impas.sable 
mountains, whose snowy peaks and lumiacles rivalled in 
picturesque beauty, in variety and singularity of form, the 
■wildest dream of eastern architect, tlalf down their sides 
was a broad horizontal belt of dark green pines, thrown 
into strong and beaiilifiil contrast with the pure white 
snow of the iiigher summits and the rich crimson of the 
mountain ash which llanied below. Heie and there the 
mountains bad been deft asunder by some Titanic ])Ower, 
leaving deep narrow gorges and wild ravine.s where tlie 
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siinlighl; could hardly penetrate, and the eye was lost in 
soft puride haze. Imagine with all this, a warm fragrant 
atinospliere and a deep blue sky in which floated a few 
clouds, too ethereal even to cast shadows, and you will 
perhaps have a faint idea of one of the most beautiful 
landscapes in all Kamtchatka. The Sierra Nevadas may 
afford views of more savage wildness, but nowhere in 
California or Nevada have I ever seen the distinctive fea- 
tures of both winter and summer — snow and roses, bare 
granite and brilliantly colored foliage — blended into so 
harmonious a picture as that presented by the Genul 
valley on a sunshiny day in early autumn. 

Dodd and I devoted most of our leisure time during 
tlie afternoon to picking and eating berries. Galloping 
furiously ahead until we had left the caravan several miles 
behind, wc would lie down in a particularly luxuriant 
thicket by the river’s bank, tie our horses to our feet, and 
bask in the sunshine and feast upon yellow honeyed 
“maro.dikas” and the dark purple globes of delicious 
blueberries, until our clothes were stained with crimson 
spots, and our faces and hands resembled those of a couple 
of Camanches painted for the war path. 

The sun was yet an hour high Avhen tve approached the 
native village of Genul. We passed a field where men 
and women were engaged in cutting hay with rude sickles, 
returned their stare of amazement with unruffled serenity, 
and rode on until the trail suddenly broke off into a river 
beyond which stood the village. Kneeling upon our sad- 
dles we succeeded in fording the shallow stream -without 
getting wet, but in a inoment we came to another of about 
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iht.' riliuic hi/e. Wo forded that, and AVere ronfrouted by a 'i 

third. M’his we also [Wssed, but at the appearance of the s 

fourth river the Alajor .dionled despairingly tt) jU»dd, ; 

“A}-! itodcl! How many ‘ paganni’ rivers do vre have to : 

wade through in getting to this beastly village?” ‘’Only 
one,” re])lied Dudd coini)osedly. “One! 'Hien how ^ 

many times does this one river run past this one settle- * 

nient?” “ Five tinie.s,” was the calm rcs[K»nse. “You ji 

see,” he e.vi)lained sol)erly, “these i)oor fvamtrhadals I 

haven't got but one river to fish in, and that isn't a very '■ 

big one, so they have made it run past their settlement 
live times, and by this ingenious contrivanee they catch 
five times as many salmon as they would if it only passed 
once!” The Alajor was suriiviscd into silence, and 
seeinecl to be considering some abstruse [iroblein. Finally 
he rai.sed his eyes from the pommel of his saddle, trans- 
fixed the guilty Dodd with a glance of severe rebuke, and 
demanded solemnly, “ How many times must a given fish 
swim past a giveir settlement, in order to supply the popu- 
lation with food, provided the fish is caught every time he 
goes past?” This rei^utiio ad absitnimit too much 
for Dodd’s grav'ity ; he burst into a laugh, and digging his I 

heels into his horse’s ribs, dashed with a great splatter into | 

the fourth arm or bend of the river, and rode up on the f 

other side into the village of Gennl, 

We took up our ipiarters at the house of the Starosta,” I 

or head man of the village, and spread our bear-skins out I 

on the clean white floor of a low room, jrapered in a funn^ 3 

way with odd copies of the London Illustrated News. A 
colored American lithograph, representing the kiss of re- '^1 
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conciliation between two offended lovers, hung against the 
wall on one side, and was evidently regarded with a good 
deal of pride by . the proprietor, as affording incontestable 
evidence of culture and refined taste, and proving his fami- 
liar acquaintance with American art, and the manners and 
customs of American society. 

Dodd and I, notwithstanding our fatigue, devoted the 
evening entirely to literary pursuits ; searching diligently 
with tallow-candles over the wall and ceiling for consecu- 
tive numbers of the Illustrated News, reading court gos-. 
sip from a birch plank in the corner, and obituaries of dis- 
tinguished Englishmen from the back of a door. By dint 
of industry and perseverance we finished one whole side 
of the house before bedtime, and having gained a vast 
amount of valuable information with regard to the war in 
New Zealand, we were encouraged to pursue our investi- 
gations in the morning upon the three remaining sides 
and the ceiling. To our great regret, however, we were 
obliged to start on our pilgrimage without having time to 
find out how that war terminated, and we have never been 
able to ascertain to this day ! Long before six o’clock we 
were off with fresh horses for a long ride of ninety versts 
to Pooschin. 

The costumes of our little party had now assumed a 
very motley and brigandish appearance, every individual 
having discarded, from time to time, such articles of his 
civilized dress as proved to be inconvenient or uncom- 
fortable, and adopted various picturesque substitutes, 
which filled more neaidy the requirements of a barbarous 
life. Dodd had thrown away his cap, and tied a scarlet and 
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} c!l(nv handkeir.hiof around his head. \'nshii)c liad urna- 
liirnlcd his hat a long stivaiucr of oriia.ou rihlion, 
'\hicu iH.ialed gayly in the wind like a whip-jtennanl', A 
blue hunting-shirt am! a red ’rurkish fez had superseded inv 
unifonu coat and cap. We all carried rilles slung across 
our hacks, and revolvers belted armiiul our waists, and 
were transformed generally into as fuitastic brigaiuLs ;is 
e\ei sallieil i(!rth Jroin the passes oi the Apennines to 
levs black -mail upon unwary tra\cilers. A timid loiirLst, 
meeting ns as we galloped furiously across die ])laiu 
toward I’uoschin, would have fallen onliis knees and pulled 
out his purse without asking any unnecessary iineslions. 

being well innunled on fresh, siiirited horses, the Major, 
Dodd, Vushinc, and I rode far in advance of the rest of 
the party throughout the day. Late in the afternoon, as we 
were going at a slashing rate across the level plain known 
as the Kamichatka Toondra, the Major suddenly drew his 
horse violently hack on his haunches, wheeled half round, 
and shouted, ‘‘Medvaid! medvaid!” and a large black 
hear rose silently out of the long grass at his very feet. 

I'lie excitement, I can conscientiously aitinn, was ter- 
rific. Vushine imslung his dotihle-barrelled fowling- 
piece, and proceeded to pejiper him witJi duck-shot; 
Dotld tugged at his revolver with frantic energy, while liis 
horse ran away with liim over the [dain. 'I'lie Major 
dropped his bridle, and implored me by all J held sacred 
not to shoot while the horses plunged, kicked, and 
snorted in the most animated manner. The only calm 
and self-possessed individual in the whole party was the 
hear ! ■ He survej’cd the situation coolly for a few sec- 
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onda, and then started at an awkward gallop for the 
woods. In an instant our party recovered its conjoint 
presence of mind, and charged with the most reckless 
heroism upon his flying footsteps, shouting frantically to 
“atop him!” poiiping aAvay in the most determined and 
unterrified manner with four revolvers and a shot-gun, 
and performing prodigies of valor in the endeavor to 


captui-e the ferocious beast, without getting in his way or 
coining nearer to him than a hundred yards. All was 
in vain. The bear vanished in the forest like a flying 
shadow; and, iwesuraing from his known ferocity and 
vindictiveness that he had prepared an ambuscade for us 
in the woods, we deemed it the better part of valor to 
abandon the pursuit. Upon comparing notes, we found 
that we had all been similarly impressed with his enor- 
mous size, his shagginess, and his generally savage ap- 
pearance, and had all been inspired at the same moment 
with an irresistible inclination to take him by the throat 
and rip him open with a bowie-knife, in a manner so 
beautifully illustrated by the old geographies. Nothing 
but the fractiousness of our horses and the rapidity of his 
flight had prevented this desirable con him mation. The 
hiajor even declared positively that he had seen the bear 
a long time before, and only rode over him “ to scare him 
up,” and said almost in the words of the redoubtable 
Talstaff, “that if we would do him honor for it, so; if 
not, we might scare up the next bear ourselves.” Look- 
ing at the matter calmly and dispassionately afterward, T 
thought it extremely probable that if another bear didn’t 
scare the Major up, he never would go out of his way to 
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Vi]) another bear. We fell it to be our duty, how- 
ever, to caiiuion liini ag;iinst periiling the success of om* 
expedition by such reckless exploits in the way of scaring- 
up wild beasts. 

l.ong before we reached Pooschin it grew d.irk ; but 
our tired horses freshened up after sunset, with the cool 
evening air, and about eight o'clock we heard the distant 
howling of dogs, which we had already come to associate 
with hot tea, rest, and sleei>. In twenty minutes Ave Avere 
lying comfortably on our bear- skins in a Kaintchadal lunise. 

We had made sixty miles since daybreak ; but the road 
had been good. We Avere becoming more accustomed 
to horseback riding, and Aveve by no means so tired as we 
had been at Afakpia. (duly thirty versts now intervened 
betAveen us and the head-Avater.s of the Kainlchalka River, 
Avhere Ave Avere to abandon our horses and float doAvn tAvo 
hundred and fifty miles on rafts or in native canoes. 

A sharp trot of four hours over a level plain brought 
us on the folloAving morning to Shcrom, Avhere rafts had 
already been prepared for our use. 

It Ava.s with no little regret that I ended for the present 
niy h(Arseba(dc travel. The life suited me in every re.spect, 
and r could not recall any previou.s journey Avhich had 
ever affordeil me more pure, healthy enjoyment, or seemed 
more like a delightful pleasure excursion than this. All 
Siherla, hoAvever, lay before us; and our regret at leaving 
sc.enes which Ave should never again revisit aauis relieved 
by anticipations of future adventures equally novel, and 
prospective scenery grander oven than anything Avhich Ave 
had yet Avituessed. 


CHAPTER X. 


To a person of an indolent disposition there is some- 
thing particularly pleasant in floating in a boat down a 
river. One has all the advantages of variety, and change 
of incident and scenery, without any exertion ; all the lazy 
pleasures — for such they must be called — of boat-life, 
without any of the monotony which makes a long sea 
voyage so unendurable. I think it was Gray who said 
that his idea of paradise was “To lie on a sofa and read 
eternally new romances of Marivaux and Crebillon.” 
Could the author of the Elegy have stretched himself out 
on the open deck of a Kamtchadal boat, covered to a 
depth of six inches with fragrant flowers and freshly cut 
hay ; could he have floated slowly down a broad, tranquil 
river through ranges of snow-clad mountains, past forests 
glowing with yellow and crimson, and vast steppes waving 
witlr tall, wild grass ; could he have watched the full moon 
rise over the lonely, snowy peak of the Kloo-chef-skoi vol- 
cano, bridging the river with a narrow trail of quivering 
light, and have listened to the flash of the boatman’s pad- 
dles, and the low melancholy song to which they kept 
time — he would have thrown Marivaux and Crebillon 
overboard, and have given a better example of the plea- 
sures of paradise, 

I know that I am laying myself open to the charge of 
exaggeration by thus praising Kamtchatkan scenery, and 
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ihal my cntlinsiasm will perhaps elicit a smile of amuse- 
uu-nt from the more experienced traveller who has seen 
Italy and the Alps; still, J am desc.ribing things as they 
appeared to me, and do not claim that the impressions 
wliich they made were those which should or- woiihl have 
been made upon a man of more extensive ex[H,‘rit.‘nce 
and wider observation. To use the words of a .Spaiu-.h 
writer, which I have somewhere read, “The man who has 
never seen the glory of the sun cannot be blanieil for 
thinking" that there is no glory like that of the moon : nor 
he w’ho has never seen the moon, for talking of the unri- 
valled brightness of the morning star." Had I ever sailed 
down the Rhine, climbed the Matterhorn, or seen the 
moon rise over the Bay of Naples, I should have taken 
perhaps a juster and less enthusiastic view of Kamtchatka ; 
but, compared with anything which I had previously seen 
or imagined, the mountain landscapes of Southern and 
Central Kamtchatka were superb. 

At Sherom, thanks to the courier who had preceded us, 
we found a boat or Kamtchatkan raft ready for our recep- 
tion. It was composed of three large dug-out canoes 
placed parallel to each other at distances of about three 
feet, and lashed with seal-skin thongs to stout transverse 
poles. Over these was laid a floor or platform about 
ten feet by twelve, leaving room at the bow and slern isf 
each canoe for men -with paddles, who were to guide and 
propel the unwieldy craft in some unknown, but, doubt- 
less, satisftictory manner. On the platform, which was 
covered to a depth of six inches with freshly cut grass, we 
pitched our little cotton tent, and transformed it with 
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bear-skins, blankets, and pillows into a very cosey substitute 
for a state-room. Rifles and revolvers were unstrapped 
from our tired bodies, and hung up against the tent poles ; 
hea%'y riding boots were unceremoniously kicked off, and 
replaced by soft buckskin torbasses saddles were stowed 
away in convenient nooks for future use ; and all our 
things disposed with a view to the enjoyment of as mucli 
luxury as was compatible with our situation. 

After a couple of hours’ rest, during which our heavy 
baggage was transferred to- another similar raft, we 
walked down to the sandy beach, bid ‘‘ pi’ash-chi-tia ” to 
the crowd which had assembled to see us off, and swung 
slowly out into the current, the Kamtchadals on the shore 
waving hats and handkerchiefs until a bend in the river 
hid them from sight. The scenery of the upper Kam- 
tchatka for the first twenty miles was comparatively tame 
and uninteresting, as the mountains were entirely con- 
cealed by a dense forest of pine, birch, and larch, which 
extended down to the water’s edge. It was sufficient 
pleasure, however, at first, to lie back in the tent upon 
our soft bear-skins,, watching the brilliantly colored and 
ever varying foliage of the banks, to sweep swiftly but 
silently around abrupt bends into long vistas of still 
water, startling the great Kamtchatkan eagle from his 
lonely perch on some jutting rock, and frightening up 
clouds of clamorous rvaterfowl, wffiich flew in long lines 
down the river until out of sight. The navigation of the 
U]ipcr Kamtchatka is somewhat intricate and dangerous at 
night, on account of the rapidity of the current and the 
frequency of snags; and as soon as it grew dark our 
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native boatmen considered it unsafe to go on. W'e ar- 
cordingiy beached our rafts and went asliore to wait fur 
inoonrise. 

A little semicircle was cut in the thick underbrush at 
the edge of the beach, fires were built, kettles of po'iatoes 
and fish hung over to boil, and we all gathered around the 
cheerful blaze to smoke, talk, and sing American songs 
until supper-time. 'Fhe scene to civilized eyes was 
strangely wild and picturesipie. The dark, lone!)' ri\-er 
gurgling mournfully around sunken trees in its channel ; 
the dense primeval fore.st whispering softly to the passing 
wind its amazement at this invasion of its solitude ; the 
huge flaming camp-fire throwing a red lurid glare over the 
still M-ater, and lighting up weirdly the encircling woods ; 
and the groups of strangely dressed men lounging care- 
lessly about the blaze upon shaggy bear-skins — all made up 
a picture worth)' of the pencil of Rembra ndt. 

After supper we amused ourselves hy building an im- 
mense bonfire of drift-wood on the beach, and hurling 
blazing firebrands at the leaping salmon as they jiassed 
uj> the river, anil the frightened ducks which had been 
roused from sleep b)^ the unusual noise and light. U'hen 
nothing remained of our bonfire but a heap of glowing 
embers, we spread our bear-.skins upon the soft, yielding 
sand l.iy the water’s edge, and lay staring up at the twin- 
kling stars until consciousness faded away into dreams, 
and dreams into utter oblivion. 

1 was waked about midnight by the splashing of rain in 
in)- fac’.e and the sobbing of the lising wind in the tree-tops, 
and upon crawling out of my water-soaked lilankets found 
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(.hat Dodd and the Major had brought the tent ashore, 
latched it among the trees, and availed themselves of its 
shelter, but had ti-eacherously left me exposed to a pelt- 
ing rain-storm, as if it were a matter of no consecpience 
whatever whether I slept in a tent or a mud-puddle I 
After mentally debating the question whether I had better 
go inside or revenge myself by pulling the tent down over 
their heads, I finally decided to escape from the rain first 
and sock levenge at some more propitious time. Hardly 
had I. fallen asleep again when “ spat ” came the wet can- 
vas across my face, accompanied by a shout to “get up ! 
it was time to start ; ” and crawling out from under the 
fallen tent I walked sullenly down to the raft, revolving 
in my mind various ingenious schemes for getting even 
with the ATajor and Dodd, who had first left me out in the 
rain, and then waked me up in the middle of the night by 
pulling a wet tent dowm over my head. It was one o’clock 
in the morning — dark, rainy, and dismal — but the moon 
was charitably supposed to have risen, and our Kamtchadal 
boatman said that it was light enough to start. I didn’t 
believe that it was, but my sleepily expressed opinions 
had no weight with the Major, and my -[irotests were ut- 
terly ignored. Hoping in the bitterness of my heart that 
we tciould run against a snag, I laydown sullenly in the 
rain on the wet soaking grass of our raft, and tried to for- 
get my misery in sleep. On account of the contrary wiiu] 
we could not put up our tent, and were obliged to co\ er 
ourselves over as best we could with oil-cloth blankets 
and shiver away the remainder of the night. 

About an hour after daylight we approached the Kam- 
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!fh:ulal sctllement of ‘‘ Milkova,” the largest native village 
iii the peninsula. 'I’he rain had reased, and the elouds 
Avere beginning to break away, but the air was still cold 
aiui raw. carrier, v.’ho had been sent down iji a canoe 
froni Sheroin on the ])rcvions day, had nolitied the inhabi- 
tants of our near ap])roach, and the signal gun \vhii:h we 
fired as we eatne round the last bend of the river brought, 
nearly the ivhole pojnilation running helter-skelter to the 
beach. Our ri'cejition ivas ‘‘a perfect ovation.” The 
‘‘city Withers,” as Dodd styled them, to the number of 
twent}', gathered in a liody at the landing and liegan bow- 
ing, taking olt' their hats, and shouting “ zdrastuche.” 
While we were yet fifty yards from the shore, a salute was 
fired from a dozen rusty flint-lock muskets, to the imminent 
hazard of our lives, and a dozen nati\cs waded into the 
water to assist us in getting safely landed. The village 
stood a short distance back from tlie river’s bank, and the 
natives had provided for our transportation thither two of 
the worst-looking horses Avhich I had seen in Kamtchatka. 
Their ecpiipments consisted of wooden saddles, modelled 
after the gables of an angular house, stirrups about twelve 
inches in length, patclied u[) from discarded remnanis of 
seal-skin thongs, cruppers of bear-skin, and halters of wal- 
rus hide twisted around the animals’ noses. ’’I'he c.vciie- 
ment which prevailed when we proceeded to mount was 
un])aralleled 1 believe in the annals of that cjuiet settle- 
ment. I don't know how the .Major .succeeded in g;etfing 
ui'ion his horse, but I do know that a dozen long-hairedi 
Ramtchadals seized Dodd and me, regardless of our re- 
moiLstrances, hauled us this rvay and that until the strug- 
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gle to get hold of some part of our unfortunate persons re- 
scmliled the fight over the dead body of Patroclus, and 
finally hoisted us triumphantly into our saddles in a breath- 
less and exhausted condition. One more such hospitable 
reception would forever have incapacitated us for the ser- 
vice of the Russo-American Telegraph Company! 1 
had only time to cast a hurried glance back at the Major. 
Ife looked like a frightened landsman straddling the end 
of a studding-sail boom run out to leeward on a fast clip- 
per, and his face was screwed up into an expression of 
mingled pain, amusement, and astonishment, which evi- 
dently did not begin to do justice to his conflicting emo- 
tions. I had no opportunity of expressing my sympathe- 
tic participation in his sufferings; for an excited native 
seized the halter of ray horse, three more with reverently 
bared heads fell in on each side, and. I was led away in 
triumiih to some unknown destination 1 The inexpressible 
absurdity of our appearance did not strike me with its full 
force until I looked behind me just before Ave reached the 
village. There Avere the Afajor, Vushine, and Dodd, 
perched upon gaunt Kamtchadal horses, Avith their knees 
and chins on nearly the same IcaM, half a dozen natiA^es 
in eccentric costumes straggling along by their sides at a 
dog trot, and a large procession of bare-headed men and 
boA’s solemnly bringing up the rear, punching the horses 
AA'ilh sharp sticks into a temporary manifestation of life and 
spirit. Tt reminded me faintly of a Roman triumph — the 
Afajor, Dodd, and I being the victorious heroes, and the 
Ramtchadals the captives, Avhom Ave had compelled to go 
“ sub jugum,” and avIio iioav graced our triumphal entry 
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into the Seven-hilled City. J mentioned this faney of mine 
to Dodd, but he dcelm-ed that one would have had to do 
violence to his imagination to make “victorious heroes” 
out of us on that occasion, and suggoslod “lieroic \-ic- 
tiins” as c(|ual!y jjoetical and more in accordance with 
the kicts. His severely practical mind objected to any 
such fanciful ideali/alion of our miseiy. ''J'he evcilenient 
increased rather than diminished as vve entered the village. 
Our motley escort gesticulated, ran to ami fro, and shout- 
ed out unintelligible orders in the most frantic manner .; 
heads appeared and disappeared with startling kaleido- 
scopic abruptness at the windows of the. houses, and three 
hundred dogs contributed to the general confusion by 
breaking out into an infernal canine peace jubilee which 
fairly made the air quiver with sound. At list we stopped 
in front of a large one-story log-house, and were assisted 
by twelve or fifteen natives to dismount and enter. As 
soon as Dodd could collect his confused faculties he de- 
manded, “What in the name of alb the Russian saints wa.s 
the matter with this settlement ; was everybody insane ?” 
\'ushine was ordered to send for the Starosta, or head man 
of the village, and in a few moments he made his appear- 
ance, bowing with the impressive pensistenry of a (lhine.so 
mandarin. 

.'V prolonged colloquy then took place in Russian be- 
tween the Major and the Starosta, broken by explanator}- 
commentaries in the Kamtchadal language, vyhich did not 
tend materially to elucidate the subject. An evident and 
increasing di.spo.sition to smile gradually softened the stern 
lines of the Major’s face, until at last he burst forth into a 
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laugh of such infectious hilarity that, notwithstanding my 
ignorance of the nature of the fun, I joined in with hearty 
sjunpathy. As soon as he partially recovered his com- 
posure he gasped out, “ The natives took you for the Em- 
peror !” — and then he went off in another spasm of merri- 
ment which threatened to terminate either in suffocation 
or apoplexy. Lost in bewilderment I could only smile 
feebly until he recovered sufficiently to give me a more 
intelligible explanation of his mirth. It appears that the 
courier who had been sent from Petropavlovski to apprise 
the natives throughout the peninsula of our coming, had 
carried a letter from the Russian Governor giving the 
names and occupations of the members of our party, and 
that mine had been put down as “ Yagor Kennan, Tele- 
graphist and Operattv." It so happened that the Stdrosta 
of Milkova possessed the rare accomplishment of knowing 
how to read Russian writing, and the letter had been hand- 
ed over to him to be communicated to the inhabitants of 
the village. He had puzzled over the unknown word 
“ telegraphist ” until his mind was in a hopeless state of 
bewilderment, but had not been able to give even the 
wildest conjecture as to its probable meaning. “ Opera- 
tor,” however, had a more familiar sound ; it was not 
spelled exactly in the way to which he had been accus- 
tomed, but it was evidently intended for “ Imperator,” 
the Emperor ! — and with his heart throbbing with the ex- 
citement of this startling discovery, and his hair standing 
on end from the arduous nature of his exegetical labors, 
he rushed fliriously out to spread the news that the Czar 
of all the Russias was on a visit to Kamtchatka and would 
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])ass ihnuigh 'Milkova in tin; course of Ihree days ! 'llu’ 
vNciuanent which this alarming announeeimaU created 
< an 1 letter be imagined Ilian described. The ail-absorb- 
ing toiiic of conversation was, liow conld Alilkova licsl: 
sliow its loyalty and admiration for the Head of the Iin- 
yerial I'aniih-, the Right Ann of the Holy C»reek Church, 
and the Mighty Monarch of seventy millions of tic-voted 
souls? Kauuchadal ingenuity gave it up in d.'.--])air! 
R'hat I'.ould a poor Kaiulehatkaii village do for the entcr- 
lainment of its august master ? IVhen the first e.vcite 
laent passed away, the Staro,,ta Avas questioned closely as 
to the nature of the letter which had lirought this news, 
and was finally conqielled to admit that it did not .say 
distinctly, “ Alexander Nikolaivitch, JmperiXfor^' but 
Yagor” something “ Operator V Avhich he contended was 
substantially the same thing, because if it didn’t mean the 
Emperor himself it meant one of his ui(.ist intimate rela- 
tions, Avho was entitled to equal honor ami must be 
treated Avivh equal reverence. The courier liad already 
gone, and had said nothing about the rank of the travellers 
Avhom he heralded, except that they had arrived at I’etro- 
paA'lovski in a ship, Avore gorgeous uniforms of bine and 
gold, and were being entertained by the Governor and tiie 
Captain of the port, rublic opinion finally settled d'nvn 
into the conviction that " d?/-erator,” etymologicalU' con- 
sidered, Avas first cousin to “ /w-])crator,” and that it inn.^t 
mean some dignitary of high rank ctrnnected with the im- 
]ierial family. Y'ith this impression they had received us 
Avhen Ave arrived, and had, poor folloAvs, done their very 
best to show us proper honor and respect. It had been a 
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severe ordeal to us, but it had proved in the most un- 
mistakable manner the loyalty of the Kamtchadal mlrab- 
itants of Milkova to the reigning family of Russia. 

The Major explained to the Starosta our real rank and 
occupation, but it did not seem to make any difference 
whatever in the cordial hospitality of our reception. We 
were treated to the very best which the village afforded, 
and stared at with a curiosity which showed that travellers 
through Milkova had hitherto been few and far between. 
After tasting experimentally various curiously com- 
pounded native dishes, and eating some more substantial 
bread and reindeer meat, we returned in state to the 
landing-place, accompanied by another procession, re- 
ceived a salute of fifteen guns, and resumed our voyage 
down the river. 



TriK valley of this river is iitiquestioMahly the most 
fertile ]')art of the whole Kamtcliatkan peninsula. Nearly 
all of the villages which we pas.sed -were .surrounded by 
fields (,)f lye and neatly fenced gardens ; the banks every- 
where were either covered with timber or waving with 
will! grass five feet in height ; and the luxuriant growth in 
many places of flowers and weeds testified to the richness 
of the soil and the warm humidity of the climate. Prim- 
roses, cowslips, marsh violets, buttercuj)s, wild roses, 
cinque-foil iris, and azure larkspur grow everywhere 
throughout the valley in the greatest abundance ; and a 
peculiar species of umbelliferre, with hollow-jointed steins, 
attains in many places a height of six feet, ami grows so 
densely that its huge serrated leaves hide a man from 
sight at a distance of a few yards. All this is the growth 
of a single summer. 

There are twelve native settlements between the head 
waters of the river and the Kloochefskoi volcano, and nearly 
all are situated in jiictiiresque locations, and surrounded 
liy gardens and flelds of rye. Nowhere does the traveller 
see any evidences of the barrenness, sterility, and frigid 
desolation which have always been associated with the 
name of Kamtchatka. 

After leaving our hospitable native friends and mn: 
imperial dignity at Milkova, on Monday morning, v/e 
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Jloatccl slowly down the river for three clays, caicMi.;^ 
distant c,diuniscs of the snowy mountam ranges wlur: 
hounded the valley, roanhns through the woods in .eaich 
of bears and wild cherries, camping at night on the 
bank among the trees, and living generally a wild, free 
delightful life. We passed the native setlleracnts of 
Keer<ninic, Miirshoorc., Schapina, and Tolbatchik, where 
,ve were received with boundless hospitality; and on 
Wednesday, September 13th, camped in the woods south 
of Kozerefski, only a hundred and twenty versts distant 
from the village of Kloochfiy. It rained nearly all day 
^Vednesday, and we camped at night among the dripping 
trees, with many apprehensions that the storm would hide 
the magnificent scenery of the lower Kanitchatka, through 
which we were about to pass. It cleared away, however, 
before midnight ; and I was awakened at an early hour in 
the morning by a shouted summons from Dodd to get 
up and look at the mountains. There was hardly a 
breath of air astir, and the atmosphere had that peculiar 
crystalline transiiarency which may sometimes he seen 
in California. A heavy hoar-frost lay white on the boats 
and grass, and a few withered leaves dropped still and 
wavering through the still cool air from the yellow birch 
trees rvliich overhung our tent. There was not a sound 
to break harshly upon the silence of dawn ; and only the 
tracks of wild reindeer and pro cc ling wolvc^s^ on the; 
smooth sandy beach showed that there was lile in the 
(luiet lonely wilderness around us. The sun had not yet 
risen, but the whole eastern heavens were glaring with 
yellow light, even up to the morning-star, which, although 
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“palnig its ineffectual fires,” still nuiinUiined its position 
as a glittering outpost between the contending [xm-ers 
of night and (In*. Far away to the northeastward, over 
the yellow forest, in soft purple relief against the red sun- 
rise, stood the high sharp peaks of Kloochfiy, grouped 
around the central wedge-like cone of the inagnifie<-nt 
Kloochefskoi volcano. Nearly a niojith hefore I had 
seen tJiese noble mountains from the tossing deck of a 
little brigv .seventy-five miles at sea; init I little ihouglit 
that 1 should see them again from a lonely cainj) in the 
woods of the Kamtchatka River. 

For nearly half an hour Dodd and I sat quietly on the 
beach, absent-mindedly throwing pebbles into the still 
water, watching the illumination fjf the distant mountains 
by the rising sun, and talking over the adventures which 
we had e.xperiencetl since leaving Petroimlovski. With 
what different impressions had I conn* to look at Siberian 
life since I first saw the precipitous coast of Kamtchatka 
looming up out of the Idue water of the Pacific ! 

'Then it was an unknown, mysterious land of glaciers 
and snowy mountain-^, filled with possibilities of adventure, 
hut lonely and forbidding in its uninhahiled wildness. 
Mow it was no longer lonely or desolate. Fvery mouiv 
tain peak was associated with some hos].)it:'i.blc village 
nestled at its feet ; every little stream was connected with 
the great world of human interests by some pleasant 
recollection of camp life. The possibilities of adventure 
were still there, but the imaginary loneliness and desola- 
tion had vanished with one -week'.s exjieiience. I thought 
of the vague conception.s which I liad formed in America 
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of this beautiful country, and tried to compare them u-itli 
the more recent impressions by which they had been 
crowded out, but the effort was vain. ’ I could not sur- 
round myself again with tlie lost intellectual atmosphei'e 
of civilization, nor reconcile those earlier anticipations 
with this strangely different ' experience. The absurd 
fancies, which had seemed so vivid and so true only three 
months before, had now faded away into the half-remem- 
bered imagery of a dream, and nothing was real but the 
tranquil river Avhich flowed at my feet, the birch tree 
which dropped its yellow leaves upon my head, and the 
far-away purple mountains. 

I was roused from my revery by the furious beating of 
a tin mess-kettle, which was the summons to breakfast. 
In half an hour breakfast was despatched, the tent struck, 
camp equipage packed up, and -we were again under 
way. We floated all day down the river tOAvard Kloo- 
chay, getting ever changing vicAvs of the mountains as they 
Avere throAvn into new and picturesque combinations by 
our motion to the northward. We reached Kozerefski at 
dark, and, changing our crew, continued our voyage 
throughout the night. At daybi'eak on Friday we passed 
Kristee, and at two o’clock in the afternoon arrived at 
Kloochay, having been just eleven days out from Petro- 
pavlovski. 

The village of Kloochay is situated in an open plain on 
the right bank of the Kamtchatka River, at the very foot 
of the magnificent Kloochefskoi volcano, and has nothing 
to distinguish it from other Kamtchadal tOAvns, except the 
boldness and picturesque beauty of its situation. It lies 
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exactly In the midst of the group of superb isolated peaks 
which guard the entrance to the river, and is shadowed 
ov er frecpienlly by the dense, black smoke of two vol- 
^ canoes. It was founded early in the eighteenth century 

I Ijy a few Russian peasants who were taken from their 

^ homes in Central Russia, and sent with seeds and fann- 

ing utensils to start a colony in far-away Kamtchatka. 
After a long adventurous journey of si.x thousand miles 
across Asia by way of 'fobolsk, Irkootsk, Valcootsk, and 
Kolyma, the little band of involuntary emigrants finally 
reached the peninsula, and settled boldly on the Kam- 
tchatka River, under tlie sluidow of the great volcano. 
Here they and their descendants have lived for more than 
a hundred yeans, until they have almost forgotten how 
they came there and by whom they were sent. Notwith- 
standing the activity and frequent eruption of the two vol- 
canoes behind the village, its location never has been 
f changed, and its inhabitants have come t<? regard with 

indifference the occasional mutterings of warning MhicU 
come from the depths of the burning craters, and the 
showers of ashes whicii are frequently sifted over their 
houses and fields. Never having heard of 1 terculaneum 
or rompeii, they do not associate any possible danger 
\ with the lioecy cloud of smoke which lloats in pleasant 

1 weather from the broken summit of Kloochcfskoi, or the 

low thmideiings by which its smaller, hut equally ilangcr- 
ous, neighbor asserts its wakefulness during the long 
winter nights. Another century may ])erhai)S clai>se 
without bringing any serious disaster upon the little vil- 
lage ; but after hearing the Kloochcfskoi volcano rumble 
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at a distance of sixty miles, and seeing the dense volumes 
of black smoke which it occasional!)^ emitted, I lelt en- 
tirely satisfied to give its volcanic majesty a wide berth, 
and wondered at the boldness of the Kamtchadals in 
selecting such a site for their settlement. 

The Jvloochefskoi is one of the highest as well as one of 
the most uninterruptedly active volcanoes in all the great 
volcanic chain of the North Pacific. Since the seven- 
teenth century very few years have elapsed without an 
eruption of greater or less violence, and even now, at ir- 
regular intervals of a few months, it bursts out into fiame 
and scatters ashes over the whole width of the peninsula 
and on both seas. The snow in winter is frequently so 
covered with ashes for twenty-five miles around Kloocliay 
that travel upon sledges becomes almost impossible. 
Many years ago, according to the accounts of the natives, 
there was an eruption of terrible magnificence. It began 
in the middle of a clear, dark winter’s night, with loud thun- 
derings and tremblings of the eaiah, which startled the in- 
habitants of Kloochay from their slee]3 and brouglit them 
in affright to their doors. Far up in the dark winter’s sky, 
1 6,000 feet above their heads, blazed a column of lurid 
ilame from the crater, crowned by a great volume of fire- 
lighted smoke. Amid loud rumblings and dull reverbera- 
tions from the interior the molten lava began to flow in 
In-oad fiery rivers down the snow-covered mountain side, 
until for half the distance to its base it was one glowing 
mass of fire which lighted up the villages of Kristee, Ko- 
zerefski, and Kloochay like the sun, and illuminated the 
whole country, within a radius of twenty-five miles. This 
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eruption is said to have scattered ashes uver the i>enin~ 
sula far throe lutndred versts to a depth of one and a half 
inch ! 

I'lie lava has never yet descended much, if any. helnv; 
the siurw line ; lait 1 see no reason wiry it may not at some 
futiu'e time overwhelm tlic settlement of Klooehayand 
till th»; channel (jf the Ivamtehalha River with a fieiT lloeul 

Tile I'oleano, so far as I know, has never been ascend- 
ed, and its reyjorted heii^ht, 16,500 feet, is probably th«r 
ajiju'oximative estimate of some Russian oUicer. It is 
certainly, however, the hii^hest peak of the Kamlchatkan 
peninsula, and is more likely to exceed 16.000 feet than, 
fall below il. AVe felt a strong temptation to try and scale 
its smooth snowy sides and peer over into its smoking 
crater ; but it would have been folly to make the atteiiijit 
without two or three weeks’ training, and w'e had not the 
time to s])are. d’he mountain is nearly a perfect cone, 
and from the village of Kloochay it is so deceitfully fore- 
shortened that the last 3.000 feet appear to be absolutely 
](erpendicidar. 'There is another volcano whose name, 
if it have any, I cuuld not ascertain, standing a short dis- 
tance south-east of the Kloochefskoi, and connected widi 
it by an irregailar broken ridge. It dues not ajijiroat'h the 
latter in height, but it seems to draw its fiery sup[tlies from 
the same source, and is con.stantly ]>uiting out black coaly 
smoke, which an oast wind drives in great cloutls across 
the white sides of Kloochefskoi until it is somctime.s ab 
most hidden from sight. , 

Wc w'ere entertained at Kloocluiy in the large comfort- 
able hou.se of the Staro.sta, or local inagi.strate of the vil- 
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lage. The walls of our room were gayly hung with figured 
calico, the ceiling was covered with white cotton drill, 
and the rude pine furniture was scoured with soap ajid 
sand to the last attainable degree of cleanliness. A 
coarsely executed picture, which I took to be Moses, 
luing in a gilt frame in the corner ; but the sensible proplict 
had apparently shut his eyes to avoid the smoke of the 
innumerable votive candles which had been burned in his 
honor, and the expression of his face was somewhat mar- 
red in consequence. Table-cloths of x\merican manufac- 
ture Avere spread on the tables, pots of floAvers stood in 
the curtained AvindoAVS, a little miri-or hung against the 
Avail opposite the door, and all the little fixtures and rude 
ornaments of the room Avere disposed Avith a taste and a 
view to general effect Avhich the masculine mind may ad- 
mire, but never can imitate. American art, too, had lent 
a grace to this cottage in the Avilderness, for the back of 
one of the doors was embellished with pictorial sketches 
of Virginian life and scenery from the skilful pencil of 
Porte Crayon. I thought of the Avell-l^noAvn lines of 
Pope — 

“The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare, 

But wonder how the d they came there.” 


In such comfortable, not to say luxurious quarters as 
these, Ave succeeded, of course, in passing away pleasantly 
the remainder of the day. 

At Kloochay Ave were called upon to decide Avliat 
route Ave Avould adopt in our journey to the nortliAvard. 
The shortest, and in many respects the best, AA^as that 
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usually (.akcn liy the Russian traders — crossing the cen- 
tral range of inountains to Tigil, liy the juiss of the 
V(tlofka, and then following np the west coast of the 
jieninsnla to the head of the Okhotsk Sea. The only 
ohjeclions to this were the lateness of the season and 
the probalulit}' of finding deep snow in the inountain 
] lasses. Our only alto-native was to continue our jour- 
ney from Kloochay u[) the eastern coast to a settlement 
called Dranka, uhore the inountains sank into insignili- 
rant hills, and cross llu're to the Kamtchadal village of 
Lesuoi. on the Okhotsk Sea. This route was consider- 
ably longer than the one liy the Yolofka l’a.-;.s. but its 
practicability was much more certain. 

After a great many prolonged consultations Avith sundry 
natives, who were supposed to know something about 
the country, but who carefully avoided resiionsibility by 
telling as little as possible, the Major concluded to try 
the Yolofka Pass, and ordered canoes to be ready on 
Saturday morning to carry us up the Yolofka Rver. 

At the Avorst, Ave could only fail to get over the moun- 
tains, and there would bo time enough then to return to 
Kloochay, and try the other route before the oiiening of 


As soon as Ave had decided the momentous question 
of our route, avo gave ourselves up to the unrc.strained 
enjoyment of the fcAV pleasures Avhich the small and 
sedate village of Kloochay afforded. There AA'as no 
afternoon promenade Av-here We could, as the Russians 
say, “Show ourselves and see the people;” nor AVould 
an exhibition of our dilapidated and Aveather-staiiied gar- 
■ S* ■, 
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ments on a public promenade have been quite the proper 
thing, had it been possible. We must try something else. 
The only places of amusement of which we could hear 
were the village bath-house and the church; and the 
Major and I started out, late in the afternoon, with the 
intention of “doing” these points of interest in the most 
approved style of modern tourists. For obvious reasons 
we took the bath-house first. Taking a steam-bath was 
a very mild sort of dissipation ; and if it were true that 
cleanliness was next to godliness,” the bath-house cer- 
tainly should precede the church, I had often heard 
Dodd speak of the “black baths” of the Kamtchadals ; 
and without knowing definitely what he meant, I had a 
sort of vague impression that these “ black baths ” were 
taken in some inky fluid of Kamtchatkan manufac- 
ture, which possessed peculiar detersive properties. I 
could think of no other reason than this for calling a 
bath “black.” Upon entering the “black bath,” how- 
ever, at Kloochcly, I saw my mistake, and acknowledged 
at once the appropriateness of the adjective. Leaving 
our clothes in a little rude entry, which answered the 
purposes without affording any of the conveniences of a 
dressing-room, we stooped to a low fur-clad door and 
entered the bath-room proper', which was certainly dark 
enough and black enough to justify the gloomiest, murki- 
est adjective in the language. A tallow candle, which 
was burning feebly oh the floor, gave just light enough 
to distinguish the outlines of a low, bare apartment, about 
ten feet square, built solidly of unhewn logs, without a 
single opening for the admission of air or light. Every 
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s{|ruire inch uf ihc wallri and ceiling was iiortetlly lilack 
ANiih a sooty deposit tVuin the cknids of smoke with whiidi 
the room had liren filKal in the process of lieating. A 
large j)ilc of stones, with a hollow place iiiulorneath for 
a flic, stood in one end of the room, and a series of 
broad steps, which did not seem to lead anywhere, oceu- 
ined the other. As soon as the fire had gone out the 
chimney-hole liad been elosed and herimaically sealed, 
and (he pile of hot stones was now radiating a fierce dry 
Iteat, wiiieh made ;-£>]nraiion a painful daiy, and /e;-- 
spiration an unpleasant necessity. The ]nvbuling sinrit 
uf this dark, inlernal place of torture soon made his 
aj'ipearance in tlie shay)c of a long-haired, naked Kam- 
leliadal, and proceeded to throw water upon the pile of 
red-hot stones until they hissed like a locomotive, and 
the candle burned blue iu the centre of a steamy halo. 
I thcmght it was hot before, but it was a Siberian winter 
compared with the temperature which this manteiivre 
]n-oduccd. Tily very bones seemed melting with fervent 
heat. After getting the air of the room as nearly as \>os- 
sible ui> to ’ 12 °, the native seized me by the arm, spread 
me out on the lowest uf the liight of steps, poured boiling 
sncis over luy face and feet with reckless impartiality, and 
jn'oceeded to knead me up, as if he fully inUaided to 
separate me into my original elements. 1 will not. at- 
tempt to deseribe the number, the variety, and the dia- 
bolical ingenuity of the tortiire.s k) which 1 was subjected 
(luring the next twenty minutes. I W'as scrubbed, ivjlled, 
\)oiuuU;d, drenched with cold water and scalded with 
hot beaten widi bundles of birch twigs, rubbed down 
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with wads of hemp which scraped like brick-bats and 
finally left to recover my breath npon the h.ghest and 
hottest step of the whole stairway. A donse of cold 
wlr finally put an end to the ordeal and to my nnsery ; 
and groping my way out into the entry, I proceeded, with 
chattering teeth, to dress. In a moment I rvas joined by 
the Major, and we resumed our walk, feeling like disem- 

to postpone indefinitely our visit to the church; but we 
had been sufficiently amused for one day, and letuined 
to the house satisfied, if not delighted, wnth our experience 

of Kamtcliatkan black baths. ^ i irKUnttfc 

The evening was spent in questioning the inhabitants 
of the village about the northern part of the peninsula, 
and the facilities for travel among the wandering Koraks; 
and before nine o'clock we went to bed, in ordei thatiic 
might make an early start on the following morning. 


CHAPTER XII. 


There was a great variety in the cliffcTent modes of 
transportation which we were compelled to adopt in our 
journey through Kaintchatka ; and to this hict was attri- 
butable perhaps, in a great degree, the sense of novelty 
and freshness which during our three months' travel in 
the peninsula never entirely wore off We experienced 
in turn the pleasures and discomforts of whale-boats, 
horses, rafts, canoes, dog sledges, reindeer sledges, and 
snow shoes ; and. no sooner did we begin to tire of the 
pleasures and ascertain the discomforts of one, than we 
were introduced to another. 

At Kloochay we abandoned our rafts, and temk Kain- 
tchadal log canoes, which could be propelled more easily 
against the rapid current of the Yoloflca River, wliich wt.' 
had now to ascend. The most noticeable peculiarity of 
this species of craft, and a remarkable one it is, is a 
decided and chronic inclination to turn its bottom side 
u\nvard and its upper side bottomward without the sliglrt- 
est ajjparent provocation, I was informed by a reliable 
authority that a boat capsized on the Kamtchatka, just 
]>revious to our arrival, through the carelessness of a Kain- 
tchadal in allowing a jack-knife to remain in his rigliL-hand 
pocket without putting something of a corresponding 
weight into the other j and that the Kamtchadal fashion of 
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p.'U'ting the hair in the middle originated in attempts to 
preserve personal equilibrium while navigating these 
canoes. I should have been somewhat inclined to doubt 
these remarkable, and not altogether new stories, were it 
not for the reliability and unimpeachable veracity of my 
informant, Mr. Dodd. The seriousness of the subject is 
a sufficient guarantee that he would not trifle with my 
feelings by making it the pretext for a joke. 

We indulged ourselves on Satui'day morning in a much 
later sleep than was consistent with our duty, and it was 
alnrost eight o’clock before we went down to the beach. 

Upon first sight of the frail canoes, to which our desti- 
nies and the interests of the Russian- American Telegraph 
were to be intrusted, there was a very general expression 
of surprise and dissatisfaction. One of our party, with 
the rapid d priori reasoning for which he was distinguish- 
ed, came at once to the conclusion that a watery death 
Avould be the inevitable termination of a voyage made in 
such vessels, and he evinced a very marked disinclination 
to embark. It is related of a great warrior, avhose Com- 
mentaries were the detestation of my early life, that 
during a very stormy passage of the Ionian Sea he cheer- 
ed up his sailors with the sublimely egotistical assurance 
that they carried “ Caesar and his fortunes j ” and that, 
consequently, nothing disastrous could possibly happen 
to them. The Kamtchatkan Caesar, however, on this 
occasion seemed to distrust his own fortunes, and the at- 
tempts at consolation came from the opposite quarter. 
His boatman did not tell him, “ Cheer up, Ciesar, a Kam- 
tchadal and his fortunes ai'e carrying you,” but he did as- 
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sure him tint he had navigated the river for several year's, 
and had “ never been drmvned once.'' What more couUl 
Cmsar ask ! — After some demur we all took seats upon 
bear-skins in the bottoms of the canoes, and pushed off. 

All other features of natural scenery in the vicinity of 
Kloochay sink into subordination to the grand central 
figure of the Kloochefskoi volcano, the monarch of Si- 
Ijei'ian mountains, whose sharj) summit, with its motion- 
less streamer of golden smoke, can be seen anywhere within 
a radius of a hundred miles. All other neighboring beau- 
ties of scenery are merely tributary to this, and are valued 
only according to their capability of relieving and setting 
forth this magnificent peak, whose colossal dimensions 
rise in one unbroken sweep of snow from the grassy val- 
leys of the Kamtchatka and Yolofka, which terminate at 
its base. “ Heir of the sunset and herald of morning,” its 
lofty crater is suffused with a roseate blush long before 
the morning mists and darkness are out of the valleys, 
and long after the sun has set behind the purple moun- 
tains of Tigil. At all times, under all eircumstances, and 
in all its ever-varying moods, it is the most beautiful 
mountain I have ever seen. Noav it lies bathed in the 
warm sunshine of an Indian summer’s day, with a few 
lleecy clouds resting at the snow-line and checkering its 
sides with puiple shadows; then it enveloits itself in 
dense volumes of black volcanic smoke, and thunders out 
a hoarse Avarning to the villages at its feet ; and tinally, 
tOAvard evening, it gathers a mantle of gray mists around 
its summit, and rolls them in convulsed masses doAvn its 
sides, until it stands in the clear atmosphere a colossal 
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“ pillar of cloud,” sixteen thousand feet in height, resting 
upon fifty square miles of shaggy pine forest. 

You think nothing can be more beautiful than the 
<lelicate tender color, like that of a wild-rose leaf, which 
tinges its snows as the sun sinks in a swirl of red vapors 
in the west; but “visit it by the pale moonlight,” when 
its hood of mist is edged with silver, when black shadows 
gather in its deep ravines, and white misty lights gleam 
from its snowy pinnacles — when the host of starry con- 
stellations seems to circle around its lofty peak, and the 
tangled silver chain of the Pleiades to hang' upon one of 
its rocky spires — then say, if you can, that it is more beau- 
tiful by daylight. 

We entered the Yolofka about noon. This river 
empties into the Kamtchatka from the north, twelve 
versts above Kloochay. Its shores are generally low and 
marshy, and thickly overgrown with rushes and reedy 
grass, which furnish cover for thousands of ducks, geese, 
and wild swans. We reached, before night, a native vil- 
lage called Hartchina, and sent at once for a celebrated 
Russian guide by the name of Nicolai Bragan, whom we 
hoped to induce to accompany us across the mountains. 

From Bragan w^e learned that there had been a heavy 
fall of snow on the mountains during the previous week ; 
but he thought that the w^arm weather of the last three or 
four days had probably melted most of it away, and that 
the trail Avould be at least passable. He was willing at all 
events to try and take us across. Relieved of a good 
deal of anxiety, we left Hartchina early on the morning of 
the 17th, and resumed our ascent of the river. On ac- 
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count of the i‘apidity of the current in the main stream we 
turned aside into one of the maiij^ “ protoks” or anus into 
which the river was hei*e divided, and iioled slowly uj) for 
four hours. Tlie channel was very winding and narrow, so 
that one could touch with a paddle the bank on either 
side, and in many places the birches and willow.s met over 
the stream, droj>]>ing yellow leaves upon our head.s as we 
passed underneath. Here and there long scraggy tree- 
trunks hung over the bank into the water, log.s green with 
moss thrust their ends up from the depths of the stream, 
and more than once we seemed about to come to a stop 
in the midst of an impassable swamp. Nicolai Alexan- 
draitch, our guide, whose canoe preceded ours, sang for 
our entertainment some of the monotonous melancholy 
songs of the Kamtchadals, and Dodd and I made the 
wumds ring in turn with the enlivening strains of King- 
dom coming” and “Upidee.” AVhen we tired of music 
we made an amicable adjustment of our respective legs in 
the narrow canoe, and lying back upon our bear-skins slept 
soundly, undisturbed by the splash of the water and the 
scraping of poles at our very oars. We camped that niglit 
on a high sandy beach over the w-atcr, ten or twelve miles 
south of Yolotka. 

It was a warm still evening, and as we all sat on our 
bear-skins around the camp-fire, smoking and talking 
over the day’s adventures, our attention was suddenly at- 
tracted by a low rumbling, like distant thunder, arcomi>;i- 
nied by occasional explosions. “ AVhat’s that ? ” demanded 
the Afajnr quickly. ‘‘That,” said Nicolai soberly, as 
he emptied his lungs of smoke, “is the Kloochefskoi 
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volcano talking to the peak of Soovailitch.” “Nothing 
private in the conversation, I suppose,” obsei'ved Dodd 
dryly ; “ he shouts it out loud enough.” The reverberations 
continued for several minutes, but the })eak of Soovailitch 
made no response. That unfortunate mountain had I'cck- 
lessly expended its volcanic energies in early life, and was 
now left without a voice to answer the thundering shouts 
of its mighty comrade. T'here was a time v hen volcanoes 
were as numerous in ICaintchalka as knights around the 
table of King Arthur, and the peninsula trembled to the 
thunder of their shoutings and midnight jollity ; but one 
after another they had been suffocated with the fiery 
streams of their own eloquence, until at last Kloochef- 
skoi was left alone, calling to its old companions through- 
out the silent hours of long winter nights, but hearing no 
response save the faint far-away echoes of its own mighty 
voice. 

I was waked early on the following morning by the 
jubilant music of “Oh, Su-.wb/’-na-a-a, don’t ye cry for 
me,” and crawling out of the tent I surprised one of our 
native boatmen in the very act of drumming on a frying- 
pan and yelling out joyously, 

“Litenin’ struck de tele, <?,raf, 

Killed two thousand niggers ; 

Shut my eyes to liole my lircfr, 

Su-ju«-na-a-a, don’t ye ery ! ” 

A comical skin-clad native, in the heart of Kamtchatka, 
playing on a frying-pan and singing, “ Oh, Sirsanna,” like 
an arctic negro minstrel, was too much for my gravity, 
and I burst into a fit of laughter, which soon brought out 
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Dodd. The musician, who had supposed tliat lie was ex- 
ercising his vocal organs unheard, stopped suddenly, and 
looked sheepishly around, as if conscious that he had been 
making himself ridiculous in some way, ljut did not know 
exactly how. - . 

“Why, Ainlray,” said Dodd, “ I didn’t know you could 
sing in English.” 

“ I can’t. Uahrin,” was the reply y “ but I can .sing a 
little in 

Dodd and I went oft* in another roar of laughter, which 
pu/zled poor .Vndray more and more. 

“ Wliere did you learn ? ” Dodd asked. 

“The sailors of a whaling-ship learned it to me when T 
^^'a.3 in Petropavlovski, two years ago ; isn’t it a good 
song ? ” he said, evidently fearing that there might be 
something improper in the sentiment. 

“It’s a capital song,” Dodd replied reassuringly ; “do 
you know any more American words ? ” 

“ Oh yes, your honor ! ” (proudly) “ I know ‘ darn yerize,’ 
‘by’m bye tomorry,’ ‘ no savey John,’ and ‘ goaty hell,’ 
but I don’t know what they all mean.” 

It was evident that he didn’t 1 His American educa- 
tion was of limited extent and doubtful utility , but not: 
even Cardinal Mezzofanti himself could have l,>eeu more 
proud of his forty languages than poor Andray was of 
“darn yerize” and “goaty hell.” If ever he reached 
Ainetica, the blessed land which he saw in his happier 
dreams, ihese questionable phrases would be his jiassports 
to the first society. 

IVhilo ive had been talking with Andray, Vushine had 
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built a fire and prepared breakfast, and just as the sun 
peered into the valley we sat down on bear-skins around 
our little candle-box and ate some “selanka,” or sour 
soup, upon which Vushine particularly prided himself, and 
drank tumbler after tumbler of steaming tea ; “ sehinka,” 
hard bread and tea, with an occasional duck roasted be- 
fore the fire on a sharp stick, made up our bill of fare while 
camping out. Only in the settlements did we enjoy such 
luxuries as milk, butter, fresh bread, preserved rose-leaves, 
and fish pies. 

Taking our places again in the canoes after breakfiist, 
we poled on up the river, shooting occasionally at flying 
ducks and swans, and picking as we passed long branches 
full of wild cherries which drooped low over the vvater. 
About noon we left the canoes to go around a long bend 
in the river, and started on foot with a native guide for 
Yoloflca. The grass in the river bottom and on the plains 
was much higher than our waists, and walking through it was 
very fatiguing exercise ; but we succeeded in reaching the vil. 
lage about one o’clock, longbefore our canoes came in sight, 

Yolofka, a small Kamtchadal settlement of half a dozen 
houses, is situated among the foot-hills of the great central 
Kamtchatkan range, immediately below the pass which 
bears its name, and on the direct route to Tigil and the 
west coast. It is the head of canoe navigation on the 
Yolofka river, and the starting-point for parties intending 
to cross the mountains. Anticipating difficulty in getting 
horses enough for our use at this small village, the Major 
had sent eight or ten overland from Kloochay, and ive 
found them there awaiting our arrival. 



liorscri and getting ready for a and we camped for 
the night lle^ide a cold mountain spring only n few Yersts 
av;ay from the village. 'I'lio weather, hitherU>, hail been 
clear and warm, but it clouded uj* during the night, and 
Wt; began the ascent of the inoimtain.s 'rnesday morniiig, 
the ipth, in a cold,’ driving rain-storm from the north west. 
The road, if a wretched footj’tath tem inches widt.; can be 
said in any metaphorical sense to {\' a road, was simply 
execrable. It followed the track of a swollen mountain 
turrenv, which had its riae in the melting snows of the 
summit, and tumbled in roaring cascades down a narrow, 
ilark, ]U’ecipitous rtivine. The ])alh ran along the edge of 
this stream, first on one side, then on the other, and then 
in the water, around enormous masses of \'ulcanic rock, 
over steep lava slo]jes, Avhere the water ran like a null- 
race through dense entangling thicket.'^ of trailing pine, 
into ragged heaps of fallen tree-trunks, and along narrow 
ledges of rock where it would be thought that a mountain 
sheep could hardly pass. I would guarantee, A\ith twenty 
men, to hold that ravine against the combined armies of 
’Europe 1 Our pack-horses rolled down steep banks into 
the stream, tore their loads off against tree trunks, stum- 
bled, cut their legs and fell over broken volcauii' rocks, 
took Hying leaps across narrow chasms of roaring water, 
and iierfonned feats which would have been utterly be- 
yond the strength and endurance of any but Kanitcluitkan 
horses. Einaily, in attempting to leap a distance of eight 
or ten feet across the torrent, 1 was thrown violentU^ from 
the saddle, and my left foot caught finnly, just above the 


instep, in the small iron stirrup. The horse scrambled up 
the other side and started at a frightened gallop up the 
ravine, dragging my body over the ground by one leg. I 
remember making a desperate effort to protect my head, 
by raising myself upon my elbows, but the horse kicked 
me suddenly in the side, and I knew nothing more until I 
found myself lying upon the ground with my foot still en- 
tangled in the broken stirrup, while the horse galloped 
away up the ravine. The giving way of a single strap 
had saved my skull from being crushed like an eggshell 
against the jagged rocks. I was badly bruised and very 
faint and dizzy, but no bones seemed to be broken, and I 
got up without assistance. Thus far the Major had kept 
his quick tem].)er under strong control ; but this was too 
much, and he hurled the most furious invectives at poor” 
Nicolai for leading us over the mountains by such a hor- 
rible pass, and threatened him with the direst punishment 
wlien we .should reach Tigil. It was of no use for Nico- 
lai to urge in self-defence that there loas no other pass ; 
it was his business to find another, and not peril men’s 
lives by leading them into a God-forsaken ravine like this, 
choked up with land slides, fallen trees, water, lava, and 
masses of volcanic rock ! If anything happened to any 
member of our party in this cursed gorge, the Major 
swore he would shoot Nicolai on the spot 1 Pale and 
trembling with fright, the poor guide cauglit my hor.se, 
mended my stirrup strap, and started on ahead to show 
that he was not afraid to go where he asked us to follow. 

I believe we must have jumped our horses across that 
mountain torrent fifty times in an ascent of 2,000 feet, to 
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avoid llic rocks and land slides M'liich apiwared first oi 
one side and rheii ou the other. One of our [lack horse 
had '^iven out; entirely, and several others were nearh 
disabled, when, late in the afternoon, Ave finally reached tlw 
.'Uunmit of the mountains, 4.000 feet above the sea. J 5 e 
fore ns, half hidden by gray storm-ehunls and driviu;. 
mist, lay a great expanse of level table-land, tan-ered n 
a depth of eighteen inches ivitli a soft dejise cushion of 
Arctic moss, and hohiing water like an enormous sponge. 
Not a tree nor a landmark of any kind couhl be vei-a-- . 
nothing but moss and tl\ing semi. A cold [dereing wind 
from tin* nordi swept chilly storm-clouds across the deso- 
late mountain top. and drove liny particles of half fro/en 
rain into our laces with bliiuling. slinging force. Drenched 
to the skin by eight or nine hours’ exposure to the storm, 
tired and xveak from long climbing, with boots full of iev 
water, and hands numb and stiff from cold, we stt)])ped 
for a moment to rest our horses and decide upon our 
course. Ilraiidy was dealt out freely to all our men in 
the cover of a (in pail, but its stimulating inlluence tvas so 
counteracted iy co'd that it was hardly perceptible. 'Idle 
])oor Starosta of Yohifka, with dripping clothes, blue lips, 
cbatlei'ing teeth, and Idaidi i'.air jdastercil ovt‘r his white 
cheeks, seemed ui'on tJu point of ivingout. lie ('aught 
eagerl)' at the pail covin’ full of brandy which the Afajor 
iKindoti to him, hut every limb was shaking spasmodically, 
ami he spilled mo?.1 of it in getting it to his mouth. 

Fearing that darkness would overtake ur before ive 
could reach .slieltt.'r. ive started on toward a deserted, half- 
ruined “ yourt,” which Nicolai said sto d near the west- 
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ern edge of this elevated plateau, about eight versts dis- 
tant. Our horses sank at every step to the knee in the 
soft, spongy ciLshion of wet moss, so that we could travel 
110 faster than a slow walk, and the short distance of 
eight versts seemed to be interminable. After four more 
dreary hours, spent in wandering about through gray 
drifting clouds, exposed to a bitter north-west wind, and a 
temperature of just 32°, we finally arrived in a half- 
frozen condition at the yourt. It was a low, empty hut, 
nearly square in shape, built of variously sized logs, and 
banked over with two or three feet of moss and grass- 
grown earth, so as to resemble an outdoor cellar. Half 
of one side had been torn down by storin-besieged travel- 
lers for firewood ; its earthen floor was dank and wet with 
slimy tricklings from its leaky roof ; the nund and rain 
drove with a mournful howl down through its chimney- 
hole ; its door was gone, and it presented altogether a dis- 
mal picture of neglected dilapidation. Nothing daunted, 
Vushine tore down another section of the ruined side to 
make a fire, hung over tea-kettles, and brought our pro- 
vision boxes under such shelter as the miserable hut 
afforded. I never could ascertain where Vushine ob- 
tained the water that night for our tea, as there was no 
available stream within ten miles, and the drippings of 
the roof were thick and discolored with mud. I have 
more than a suspicion, however, that he squeezed it out 
of bunches of moss which he tore up from the soaking 
“ toondra.” Dodd and I took off our boots, poured 
about a pint of muddy water out of each, dried our feet, 
and as the steam rose in clouds from our wet clothes, 
began to feel quite comfortable. 
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\'nshinc was in liigh good humor. He had vohuUarily 
assumed (lie whole charge of our drivers during the <lay, 
had distinguished himself by the most imwearied efforts iu 
raising falleii horses, getting them over breakneck places, 
and cheering up the disconsolate Kamtchadals. and he lunv 
wrung the water out of his shirt, and s(piet!Fed his wet 
hair uhsent-miiuledly into a kettle of soup, with a coiuite. 
nance of siu'h beaming serenity and a latigh of such heariy 
good-nature that it was of no use fur anybody to pretend 
to lie cross, tired, (told, or hungry. With that sunn} face 
irradiating the smoky atmos[)here of the ruined *• yotirt,” 
and that laugh ringing joyously in our ears, Ave made fun 
of our miser}' and persuaded ourselves that we Avere haA?- 
ing a good time. After a scanty supper of “sehlnka,” 
dried lish, hard bread, and tea, Ave .stretched our tired 
bodies out in the shalloAvest puddles aa'c could find, coa*"- 
ered ourselves over with blankets, overcoats, oil-cloths, 
and bear-skins, and succeeded, in spite of our Avet clothes 
and wetter beds, in getting to sleep. 

6 


CHAPTER XIIL 


I AWOKE about midnight with cold feet and shivering 
limbs. The fire on the wet muddy ground had died away 
to a few smouldering embers, which threw a red glow over 
the black, smoky logs, and sent occasional gleams of flick- 
ering liglit into the dark recesses of the yourt. The wind 
howled mournfully around the hut, and the rain beat 
with intermittent dashes against the logs and trickled 
through a hundred crevices upon my alteady water-soaked 
blankets. I raised myself upon one elbow and looked 
around. The hut was deserted, and I was alone. For "a 
moment of half-awakened consciousness I could not 
imagine where I was, or how I came in such a strange, 
gloomy situation ; but presently the recollection of the 
previous day’s ride came back, and I went to the door to 
see what had become of all our party. I found that the 
hfajor and Dodd, with all the Kamtchadals, had pitched 
tents upon the spoitgy moss outside, and were spending 
the night there, instead of remaining in the ‘‘yourt” and 
having their clothes and blankets spoiled by the muddy 
droppings of its leaky roof. The tents were questionable 
improvements ; but I agreed with them in preferring clean 
water to mud, and gathering up my bedding I crawled in 
by the side of Dodd. The wind blew the tent down once 
during the night, and left us exposed for a few moments 



to the stonn ; but; it was repitdiccl in dcfianec of the 
wind, l)allasted with logs tom from the sides of the 
''■3'Ourt,” and we managed to sleep after a fashion until 
jnorning. 

V\'e were a inelancholj-looking party when we cmcrgeil 
fiaim the tent at daylight. Dodd looked ruefully at i\is 
wet blankets, made a comical grimace as he felt of hi.s 
water-soaked clothes, and then declared that 

The weather was not what he knew it onec — 

The nights Aveie terri!:)ly damp ; ■ 

And lie never was free from, the rlieiiniati;;’ 

Except when he had the cramp ! ” 

In which poetical latticnt we all heartily sympathized if 
we did not join. 

Our wet, low-spirited horses were saddled at daylight ; 
and a.s the stonn showed signs of a disjiosition to break 
away, we started again, immediately a.fler breakfast, lor 
tlie western edge of the high table-land which here formed 
the summit of tlie mountain range. ’The scenery from 
this point in clear weather must be magnificent, a.s it 
overlooks the Tigil valley and the Okhotsk Sea tui one 
.«:ide, and tiie I’acific Ocean, the valley.s of the \'o!ofka 
and the Kaniichaika, and tlie graiul peaks of Soovailitch 
and Kloochefskoi on the other. We caught occasional 
glimpses, through ojienings in the mist, of the Yolofku 
River, thousands of feet below, and the smoke -jdumed 
head of the distant volcano, lioutlng in a great sea of 
bluisli clouds ; but a new detachment of .straggling va- 
pors from the Okhotsk Sea came drifting acro-'^s the 
luountaiu lop, and, breaking furiously iu our faces, blotted 


out everything except the mossy ground, over which 
plodded our tired, dispirited horses. 

It did not seem possible that human beings could live, 
or would care to live, on this desolate plain of moss, 4,000 
feet above the sea, enveloped half the time in drifting 
clouds, and swept by frequent storms of rain and snow. 
But even here the wandering Koraks herd their hardy 
reindeer, set up their smoky tent-poles, and bid con'temji- 
tuous defiance to the elements. Three or four times 
during the day we passed heaps of reindeer’s antlers, and 
piles of ashes surrounded by large circles of evergreen 
twigs, which marked the sites of Korak tents ; but the 
band of wild nomades which had left these traces had 
long before disappeared, and was now perhaps herding 
its deer on the wind-swept shores of the Arctic Ocean. 

Owing to the dense mist by which we were constantly 
surrounded, we could get no clear ideas as to the forma- 
tion of the mountain range over which we were passing, 
or the extent and nature of this great plain of moss which 
lay so high up among extinct volcanic peaks. I only 
know that just before noon we left the “ toondra,” as this 
kind of moss steppe is called, and descended gradually 
into a region of the wildest, rockiest character, where all 
vegetation disappeared except a few stunted patches of 
trailing pine. For at least ten miles the ground was 
covered everywhere with loose slab-shaped masses of 
igneous rock, varying in size from five cubic feet to five 
hundred, and lying one upon another in the greatest dis- 
order. The heavens at some unknown geological period 
seemed to have showered down, huge volcanic paving- 


stones, until tlie earth was c.overed fifty feet doeji witli 
their broken fragments. Nearly all of these masses had 
two smooth fiat sides, and re.seinlfied irregular slices of 
.some Ifiack riutonian pudding hardened into sfcnie. I wa.s 
riot familiar enough witli volcanic ijhenoinena If) i.te aide to 
diafide ill what manner or by what agvney the earth Jiavl 
been tlius ov(.;nvhelmed with loose rocky .slabs ; but it 
loolcetl precisely as if great sheets of solidified lava had 
fallen successivei}' from the .sky, and had been shattered, 
as they struck the earth, into millions of angular .slalis. 1 
thoughf of St oil’s tlescri])lion of the ])lace where Itnicc 
and the T.ttrd of the isles landed after leaving the Castle 
of l.oni, as the only tine i had ever read which gave me 
an idea of such a scene. 

We tlrank tea at noon on the wer^t side of this rocky 
wilderness, and before night reached a spot where bushe.s, 
grass, and berries again made their ajtiiearance. We 
camped in a .storm of wind and rain, and at daybreak on 
the 2 xst continued our descent of the western slope of 
the mountains. Early in tlie forenoon w’e were inspirited 
by the sight of fresh men and horses which had been sent 
out to meet us from a native village called ‘‘Sedonka,” 
and exchanging our tired, lame, and disheartened animals 
for these fre.sh recniit.s, we pushed rapidly on. The 
weather soon cleared up warm and bright, the trail wound 
around among the rolling foot hills through f.roves of 
yellow birch and scarlet mountain ash, and as the sun 
gradually dried our water-soaked ckjthes, and brought a 
pleasant glow of returning circulation to our chilled liinb.s, 
tve forgot the rain and dreary desolation of the mountain 
top and recovered our usual buoyancy of spirit. 
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I liave once liefore, I believe, given the history of a 
Itear hunt in which our party participated while crossing 
the K anitchatka “ toondra ; ” but as that was a mere skir- 
mish, which did not reflect any great credit upon the indi- 
viduals concerned, I am tempted to relate one more bear 
adventure which befell us among the foot hills of the Ti- 
gil mountains. It shall be ]iositively the last. 

Ye who listen with credulity to the stories of hunters, 
and pursue with eagerness the traces of bears ; who ex- 
I'lect that courage will rise with the emergency, and that 
the deficiencies of bravery will be supplied by the tight- 
ness of the fix, attend to the history of Rasselas, an inex- 
I'lerienced bear-slayer. About noon, as w^e were making 
our way along the edge of a narrow' gi'assy valley, bordered 
by a dense forest of birch, larch, and pine, one of our 
drivers suddenly raised the cry of “ medvaid,” and pointed 
eagerly down the valley to a large black bear rambling 
carelessly through the long gi'ass in search of blueberries, 
find a\i]')raaching gradually nearer and nearer to our side 
of the ravine, lie evidently had not yet seen us, and a 
part_y to attack him was soon made up of two Kain- 
tchadals, the ]\Tajor, and myself, all armed to the teeth 
with rifles, axes, revolvers, and knives. Creeping cau- 
tiously around through the timber, we succeeded in gaining 
unobserved a favorable jmsition at the edge of the woods 
directly in front of his Bruinic majesty, and calmly awaited 
his iipproach. Intent upon making a meal of blueberries, 
and entirely unconscious of his impending fate, he wad- 
dled slowly and awkwardly up to within fifty yards. I'he 
Kamtchadals kneeled down, threw forward their long 


lolly, ])n;ath, took a de;uHy and deliberate aim, shut (heir 
eyes, and fired. 'The silence was broken by a long il/.zle, 
during which lire Kamtchadals cunseienliously ke})t their 
eyes .slmt. and fuKilly a lerrilic bang amiouJireil the ca- 
tastroiihe, follmved iininedintely liy two more sharp reports 
from the rilies of the Alaj or and myself. As the smoke 
eleared aw;t}- I looked eager!}' to see tire brute kicking 
around in the agonies of tleath ; but what was my aina/e- 
inent to find that instead of kicking around in the agonies 
of (.hnuh, a.s a beast with an}' sense of propriety 7Vould 
after such a fusillade, the iierverse animal was making di- 
rectly fur us at a gallop! Here was a variation intro- 
duced that was not down in the programme ! 'IVo had 
made no calculations ujion a counter-attack, and tire fe- 
rocity of his appearance, as he came tearing through the 
bushes, left no room for donht as t(.) the seriousness of 
his intentions, f tried to think of s£)mc historic \)recedent 
which would justify me in climbing a tree ; but my mind 
was in a state of such agitation that 1 could not avail my- 
self of my extensive liislorical knowledge. ** A man may 
know the seven jiorlions of the Koran b}’' heart, but when 
a bear gets after him he will not he able to remember his 
alphabet!” ll'liat we should have done in the lust ev- 
ireinity will never probably be known. A shot from the 
Al.ijor’s revolver seemed to alter the bear’s original plan 
of ojHirations, and. swerving siuldcmly to one side, he 
cradled through the bushes ten feet from the muzales of 
our empty rides, and disappeared in the forest. A careful 
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exanunation of the leaves and grass failed to reveal any 
signs of blood, and \ve were reluctantly forced to the con- 
clusion that he escaped unscathed. 

Huntinga bear with a Russian rifle is a very pleasant 
and entirely harmless diversion. The animal has plenty 
of time, after the gun begins to fizzle, to eat a hearty 
dinner of blueberries, run fifteen miles across a range of 
mountains into a neighboring province, and get comfort- 
ably asleep in his hole before the deadly explosion takes 
place ! 

It would have been unsafe for any one to suggest “ bear- 
steaks ” to the Major or me at any time during the suc- 
ceeding week. 

We camped for the night under the huge spreading 
branches of a gnarled birch-tree, a few versts from the 
scene of our exploit, and early Friday morning were off 
for “ Sedonka.” When about fifteen versts from the 
village Dodd suggested a gallop, to try the mettle of our 
horses and warm om;;. blood. As we were both well 
mounted, I challenged him to a steeple-chase as far as 
the settlement Of all the reckless break-neck riding 
that we ever did in Kamtchatka, this was the worst. The 
horses soon became as excited as their riders, and tore 
through the bushes and leaped over ravines, logs, rocks, 
and swamps with a perfect frenzy. Once I was dragged 
from my saddle by the catching of my rifle against a limb, 
and several times we both narrowly escaped knocking our 
brains out against trees. As \ve approached the town 
we saw three or four Eamtchadals cutting wood a short 
distance ahead. Dodd gave a terrifying shout like a Sioux 



TENT I.IFE IN .■^IBERIA. 


1-29 

w;n--\vhonj); ]ml spin’s to his horse, nnd \\e cauic upon 
tliein like a tlnintiorbolt. At the sight of t\v(j swarthy 
strangers in l)lue hunting-shirts, to]»-l)ool.s, and red caps, 
widi ])isto!s belted around their waists, and knives dan- 
gling at their girdles, charging down upon them like* 
Mamelukes at the haitle of the Jh'rainids, the ]>nor ICam- 
tchadals tlinig away their axes and lied for tlieir lii’es to 
the woods. I'Acept when 1 was dragged off iji\- luu’.se, 
ive never once drew rein until oiir animals .stood panting 
and foaming in the village. If you ivish to draw a lla>h 
of excitement from Dodd's eye.s, ask him if he renioinbers 
the sleei>le-chase to “ Seddnka.'’ 

That night we iloated down the Tigll River to d'igil, 
where we arrived just at dark, having accomplished in 
sixteen days a journey of eleven hundred and thirty 
versts. 

My recollections of Tigil are somewhat vague and 
indclinite. 1 reineinber that I was impressed with the 
inordinate quantities of champagne, cherry cordial, white 
rum, and “vodka” which its Russian inhabitants were 
capable of drinking, and that Tigil was a somewhat less 
ugly village than the generality of Kamtchatkan towns, 
but nothing more. Next to Tetropavlovski, however, it 
is ihe most important settlement in the ])cninsula, and is 
the trading centre of the whole west coast. A Russian 
supply steamer and an American trading vessel touch at 
the mouth of the Tigil river cv'ery summer, and leave larg^e 
quantities of T3'e flour, tea, sugar, doth, copper kettles, 
tobacco, and strong Ru.ssian “vodka,” for distribution 
through the peninsula. The Bragans, Vorrcbcuffs, and 
. . 6 * 
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two or three other trading firms make it headquarters, and 
it is the winter rendezvous of manyiof the northern tribes 
of Chookchees and Koraks. As we should pass no other 
trading post until we reached the settlement of Gee-zhe-ga, 
at the head of the Okhotsk Sea, w'e determined to remain 
a feiv days at Tigil to rest and refit. 

We avere now about to enter upon what we feared would 
prove the most difficult part of our journey — both on 
account of the nature of the country and the lateness of 
the season. Only seven more Kaintchadal towns lay be- 
tween us and the steppes of the wandering ICoraks, and 
we had not yet been able to think of any plan of crossing 
these inhospitable wastes before the winter's snows should 
make them passable on reindeer sledges. It is difficult 
for one who has had no experience of northern life to 
get from a mere verbal description a clear idea of a Sibe- 
rian moss steppe, or to appreciate fully the nature and 
extent of the obstacles which it presents to summer tra- 
vel, It is by no means easy to cross, even in winter, 
when it is frozen and covered with snow ; but in summer 
it becomes practically impassable. For three or four 
hundred square miles the eternally frozen ground is cov- 
ered to a depth of two feet with a dense luxurious growth 
of soft, spongy Arctic moss, saturated wath water, and 
sprinkled here and tliere with little hillocks of stunted 
blueberry bushes and clusters of Labrador tea. It never 
dries up, never becomes hard enough to afford stable 
footing. From June to September it is a great, soft, quak- 
ing cushion of wet moss. The foot may sink in it to the 
knee, but as soon as the pressure is remored it rises again 
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-vvilh s)>on“y olasliclty, and no trace is left of the step, 
Walking over it is ]>roc:isely like walking over an cnor- 
iiious wet sjionge. 'rin; causes which produce this twtra- 
oi'dinary, and ;3jti»arent]y abnormal, growth of moss :m; 
those winch exercise the most powerful influence over the 
development of vegetation every where, —viz., heal, light, 
and moisture, — and these agencies, in a northern tiinuiie, 
are so eojnbiaed a ml inteii-silied during the summer 
iiiojitlis as to stimulate some kind-s of vegetation into 
almost tro[)!i'al luxuriance. The earth thaws out in s[«ring 
to ai> average depth of perhaps two feet, and below that 
point there is a thick. iint>enetrable layer of solid frost. 
The water prochuxal by the melting of the winter’s snows 
is prevented by this ^lrntum of frozen ground from sink- 
ing any farther into the earth, and has no escape except 
by .slow evaporation. It therefore saturates the cushion 
of moss Oil the surface, and, aided by die almost peipe- 
tual sunlight of June and July, excites it to a rapid and 
wonderfully luxuriant growth. 

It will readily be seen that travel in suinuier, over a 
great steppe covered with soft elastic moss, and soaking 
with wxiter, is a. very difficult if not absolutely iinpractica- 
1 lie undertaking. A horse sinks to his knees in the spongy 
surface at every step, and soon becomes exhau.sted by the 
severe exertion which such walking necessitates. We had 
hati an e.xainpleof such travel upon the summit of thc Yo- 
Utfka ])ass, aiul it was not strange that we should look for- 
waril with considerable anxiety to crossing the great moss 
steppes of the Koraks in the nmtlioru part of the penin- 
sula. It would have been wiser, perhaps, for us to have 
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waited patiently at Tigil until the establishment of winter 
travel upon dog sledges; but the Major feared that the 
chief engineer of the enterprise might have landed a party 
of men in the dangerous region around Behring’s Straits, 
and he was anxious to get wdiere he could find out some- 
thing about it as soon as possible. He determined, there- 
fore, to push on at all hazards to the frontier of the Korak 
steppes, and then cross them on horses, if possible. 

A whale-boat Avas purchased at Tigil, and forwarded with 
a native crew to l.esnoi, so that in case we failed to get 
over the Korak steppes we might cross the head of the 
Okhotsk Sea to Gee-zhe~g4 by water before the setting in 
of winter. Provisions, trading goods, and fur clothes of 
all sorts were purchased and jiacked away in skin boxes, 
and every preparation made which our previous experi- 
ence could suggest for rough life and bad weather. 



CHAFTI'^R XIV. 

On Wdiu'Svliy, SejMombcr 2 7<h, wc again took (ho ticdd, 
■with two Cossaok.'i, a Korak interproU-r, eiglit t.ir ton men, 
and t'onrtoen horses. A little snow tell on the day s>re- 
vioiis toonr departure, but it did not materially aftei.-.L the 
roa.d, and only served as a warning to us that winter was 
at liaiid, and we could not expect much more plcasaatt 
weather. We made our way as rapidly as possible along 
the cua^( of the Okhotsk Sea, partly on the beach under 
the cliffs, and partly over low wooded hills atid valleys, ex- 
tending down to the coast from the central mountain 
range, We passed the settlements of “ Aminyana,” “ Wy~ 
iimpelka,’’ “ Hnektatui,’* and “ Polan,’’ changing horses 
and men at ever)' village, and finally, on the 3d of October, 
teae.hed l,esnui— the last Kamtchadal settleirtent in lire 
peninsula. I.A.-snoi w,as situated, as nearly as we could 
nscertciin, in lat. 5(/’2o'5 long. i66'’25', about a lumdrctl 
and fifty versts .south of the Korak steppe.s, and nearly tu’o 
liundred miles in an air line from the settlement of Gee- 
/.he gii, w'l'iic.l'i for the present was our objective point. 

Wc had hitherto experienced little (lil'tkiilty' in making 
our way through the peninsula, as we had been esjreciaHy 
fa.voretl by weather, and there had been, few natural ob- 
stacles to stop or delay our progress. Now, however, wc 
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were about to enter a wilderness which was entirely unin- 
habited, and little known even to our Kamtchadal guides. 
North of Lesnoi the great central range of the Kani- 
tchatka mountains broke off abruptly into the Okhotsk 
Sea, in a long line of tremendous precipices, and inter- 
posed a great rugged wall between us and the steppes of 
the w-andering Koraks, This mountain range was very 
difficult to pass witli horses, even in midsummer, and was 
of course infinitely worse now, when the mountain 
streams were swollen by the fall rains into foaming tor- 
rents, and the storms which herald the approach of win- 
ter might be at any moment expected. The Kamtchadals 
at Lesnoi declared positively that it was of no use to at- 
tempt to cross this range until the rivers should freeze 
over and snow enough fall to permit the use of dog 
sledges, and that they were not walling to risk fifteen or 
twenty horses, to say nothing of their own lives, in any 
such adventure. The Major told them, in language more 
expressive than polite, that he didn’t believe a w'ord of 
any such yarn ; that the mountains had to be crossed, and 
that go they must and should. They had evidently never 
had to deal before with any such determined, Self-willed 
individual as the Major proved to be, and after some con- 
sultation among themselves, they agreed to make the 
attempt with eight unloaded horses, leaving all our bag- 
gage and heavy camp equipage at Lesnoi. d'lns the 
A'Eajor at first would not listen to; but after thinking the 
situation over he decided to divide our small force into two 
parties — one to go around the mountains by water with 
the whale-boat and heavy baggage, and one over them 
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pith tp'i.-))tv iDiloadoil Iiorses. The road over the moun- 
tains pas suiJjiu.sed to lie near the sea-eoast, so that the 
land ].arty paniKI Iv most of tlie time within signallittg 
(li>,lance of the wiiale-ljoat. and in ease either jairty niet 
pith any aeeident or found its progress stopped by unfore- 
seen obsLudes the other could come to its assistanee. 
N'ear llu* niit’nlle of tlie mountainous tract, just w«;si of the 
psin.cii'K'd riilgVj there was said to be a small river called 
iht* ‘-Samanka,’' ami the mouth <T litis river was agreeil 
upon as a rendezvous tor the two parlies in case they lost, 
si-hf t’f each otiier tiuriiig storms or foggy weather, 'i’lu* 
.Major deeitkal to go with Dodd in the whale-boat, and 
gave me command of the land party, consisting of our 
best (Jos-aek, \"usliinc, si.v Kamtchadals, and twenty light 
liurses. I'lags were made, a code of signals agreed upon, 
the heavy baggage transferred to the whale-boat and a 
large seal-skin canoe, and early on the morning of Octo- 
ber 4tlt, I ktade the Major and Dodd good-hy at the beach, 
and they pushed oft'. dVe started up our train of hoi'ses 
as the boats disap)peared around a projecting bluff, and 
cantered away briskly across the valley toward a gap in 
the mount;dns, through phich we entered the ‘‘ p'ildcr- 
ness.” 'I'he road for tlie first ten or fifteen versts wa.s 
verv good ; but 1 was suri-trised to find that, in.stead of 
leading us alcmg the sca-slio.re, it uamt directly back into 
the mountains away from the sea, and I began to fear 
that our arrangements for c<M>[,H!;ration would be of little 
avail. Thinking that the whale-boat would not probably 
get far the first day under oars and without wind, we en- 
camped early in a narrop' valley between two parallel 
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ranges of mountains.. I tried, by climbing a low moun- 
tain back of our tent, to get a sight of the sea ; but we 
were at least fifteen versts from the coast, and the view 
was limited by an intervening range of rugged i^eaks, 
many of which reach the altitude of perpetual snow. It 
was rather lonely to camp that night without seeing 
Dodd’s cheerful face by the fire.side, and I missed more 
than I thought I should the lively sallies, comical stories, 
and good-humored pleasantry which had hitherto bright- 
ened the long weary hours of camp life. If Dodd could 
have read my thoughts that evening, as I sat in solitary 
inajesty by the fireside, he would have been satisfied that 
his society was not unappreciated, nor his absence unfelt. 
Vushine took especial pains with the preparation of my 
supper, and did the best he could, poor fellow, to enliven 
the solitary meal with stories and funny reminiscences of 
Kamtchatkan travel ; but the simple venison cutlets had 
lost somehow their usual savor, and the Russian jokes 
and stories I could not understand. After supper I lay 
down upon my bear-skins in the tent, and fell asleep 
watching the round moon rise over a ragged volcanic 
peak east of the valley. 

On the second day we travelled through a narrow 
tortuous valley among the mountains, oversjrongy swami>s 
of moss, and across deep narrow creeks, until we reached 
a ruined subterranean hut nearly half way from Lesnui to 
the Samanka River. Here we ate a lunch of dried fish 
and hard bread, and started again up the valley in a heavy 
rain-storm, surrounded on all sides by rocks, snow-capped 
mountains, and extinct volcanic peaks. The road moincn- 
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tarily grew worse. The valley narrowed gradually Lo a 
wild rocky canon, a hundred and fifty feet in depth, at 
the bottom of which ran a swollen mountain torrent, 
foaming around sharp black rocks, and falling oxer ledges 
of lava in magnificent cascades. Along the black pre- 
cipitous sides of this “ Devil’s Pass ” there did not seem 
to be footing for a chamois; but our guide said that he 
had been through it many times before, and dismounting 
from his horse he cautiously led the way along a narrow 
rocky ledge in the face of the cliff which I had not before 
noticed. Over this we carefully made our ivay, now 
descending nearly to the water’s edge, and then rising again 
until the roaring stream was fifty feet below, and we could 
drop stones from our outstretched arms directly into the 
boiling, foaming waters. Presuming too much upon the 
sagacity of a sure-footed horse, I carelessly attempted the 
passage of the ravine without dismounting, and came near 
paying the penalty of my rashness by a violent death. 
About half way through, w’here the trail was only eight or 
ten feet above the bed of the torrent, the ledge, or a por- 
tion of it, gave way under my horse’s feet, and we went 
down together in a struggling mass upon the rocks in the 
channel of the stream. I had taken the precaution to 
disengage my feet from the treacherous iron stirrups, and 
as we fell I threw myself toward the face of the cliff so as 
to avoid being crushed by my horse. The firll was not 
a very long one, and I came down uppermost, but narrow- 
ly escaped having my head brokeir by my animal’s hoofs 
as he struggled to regain his feet. He Avas somewhat cut 
and bruised, but not seriously hurt, and tightening the 
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saddle-girth I waded along through the water, leading him 
after me until I was able to regain the path. Then 
climbing into the saddle again, with dripping clothes and 
somewhat shaken nerves,,! rode on. 

Just before dark we reached a point where further pro- 
gress in that direction seemed to be absolutely cut off by 
a range of high mountains which ran directly across the 
valley. It was the central ridge of tlie Sainanka moun- 
tains. I looked around with a glance of inquiring sur- 
prise at the guide, who pointed directly over the range, 
and said that there lay our road. A forest of birch e.x;- 
tended about half way up the mountain side, and was 
succeeded by low evergreen bushes, trailing pine, and 
finally by bare black rocks rising high over all, "where not 
even the hardy reindeer inoss could find soil enough to 
bury its roots. I no longer wondered at the positive 
declaration of the Kamtchadals, that with loaded horses it 
would be impossible to cross, and began even to doubt 
whether it could be done wdth light horses. It looked 
very dubious to me, accustomed as I was to rough climb- 
ing and mountain roads. I decided to camp at once 
wliere Ave Avere, and obtain as much rest as possible, so 
that Ave and our horses Avould be fresh for the hard da}'’s 
AA^ork Avhich evidently lay before us. Night closed in early 
and gloomily, the rain still falling in torrents, so that 
Ave had no opportunity of diying our VA^et clothes. I 
longed for a drink of brandy to Avarni my chilled blood, 
but my pocket flask had been forgotten in the hurry oi 
our departure from Lesnoi, and I was obliged to content 
myself with the milder stimulus of hot tea. My bedding 
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having been wrapped up in an oil-cloth blanket, was 
fortunately dry, and cra\Yling feet first, wet as I was, into 
my bear-skin bag, and covering up warmly with heavy 
blankets, 1 slept in comparative comfort. 

A^iislhne waked me early in the morning with the an- 
nouncement that i t was snowing. 1 rose hastily and putting- 
aside the canvas of the tent looked out That which 
I most dreaded had hajipened. A driving snow-storm 
was sweeping down the valle}'-, and Nature had assumed 
suddenly the stern aspect and white pitiless garb of win- 
ter. Snow had already fallen to a depth of three inchet 
in the valley, and on the mountains, of course, it would be 
deep, soft, and drifted. 1 hesitated for a tnoment about 
attempting to cross the rugged range in such weather ; 
but my orders were imperative to go on at least to 
the Samanka River, and a failure to do so might de- 
feat the object of the whole expedition. Previous ex- 
perience convinced me that the Major would not let a 
storm interfere with the execution of his plans ; and if 
he should succeed in reaching the Samanka River and I 
should not, I would never recover from the mortification 
of the failure, nor be able to convince him that Anglo- 
Saxon blood was as good as Slavonic. I reluctantly 
gave the order therefore to break camp, and as soon as 
the horses could be collected and saddled we started for 
the base of the mountain range. Hardly had we as- 
cended two hundred feet oitt of the shelter of the valley 
before we were met by a hurricane of wind from the north- 
east, which swept blinding, suffocating clouds of snow 
down the slope into our faces until earth and sky seemed 


140 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


mingled and lost in a great white whirling mist. The 
ascent soon became so steep and rocky that we could 
no longer ride our horses up it. We therefore dis- 
mounted, and wading laboriously through deep soft drifts, 
and climbing painfully over sharp jagged rocks, which cut 
open our seal-skin boots, we dragged our horses slowly 
upward. We had ascended wearily in this way irerhaps a 
thousand feet, when I became so exhausted that I was com- 
pelled to lie down. The snow in many places was drifted 
as high as my waist, and my horse refused to take a step 
until he was absolutely dragged to it. After a rest of a 
few moments we pushed on, and after another hour of hard 
work we succeeded in gaining what seemed to be the 
crest of the mountain, perhaps 2,000 feet above the sea. 
Here the fury of the wind was almost irresistible. Dense 
clouds of driving snow hid everything from sight at a dis- 
tance of a few steps, and we seemed to be standing on a 
fragment of a wrecked world enveloped in a whirling 
tempest of stinging snow-flakes. Now and then a black 
volcanic crag, inaccessible as the peak of the Matterhorn, 
would loom out in the white mist far above our heads, as 
if suspended in mid-air, giving a startling momentary 
wildness to the scene ; then it would disappear again in 
flying snow, and leave us staring blindly into vacancy. 
A long fringe of icicles hung round the visor of my cap, 
and my clothes, drenched with the heavy rain of the pre- 
vious day, froze into a stiff crackling armor of ice upon ray 
body. Blinded by the snow, with benumbed limbs and 
clattering teeth, I mounted my horse and let him go where 
he would, only entreating the guide to hurry and get 
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down somewhere off from this exposed position. He 
tried in vain to compel his horse to face the storm. 
Neither shouts nor blows could compel him to turn round, 
and he was obliged finally to ride along the crest of the 
moimtain to the eastward. We went down into a com- 
paratively sheltered valley, up again upon another ridge 
higher than the first, around the side of .a conical peak 
where the wind blew with great force, down into another 
deep ravine and up still another ridge, until I lost en- 
tirely the direction of our route and the points of the com- 
pass, and had not the slightest idea where we w'ere going. 
I only knew that we were half frozen and in a perfect 
wilderness of mountains. 

I had noticed several times within half an hour that our 
guide was holding frequent and anxious consultations with 
the other Kamtchadals about our road, and that he seemed 
to be confused and in doubt as to the direction in which 
we ought to go. He now came to me with a gloomy face, 
and confessed that Ave were lost. I could not blame the 
poor fellow for losing the road in such a storm, but I told 
him to go on in what he believed to be the direction of 
the Samanka River, and if we succeeded in finding some- 
where a sheltered valley we would camp and wait for 
better weather. I wished to caution him also against rid- 
ing accidentally over the edges of precipices in the blind- 
ing snow, but I could not speak Russian enough to make 
myself understood. 

We wandered on aimlessly for tw'o hours, over ridges, 
up peaks, and doAvn into shalloAV valleys, getting deeper 
and deeper apparently into the heart of the mountains 


but finding no shelter from the storm. It became evident 
that something must be done, or we should all freeze to 
death, I finally called the guide, told him I would take 
the lead myself, and, opening my little pocket com[)ass, 
showed him the direction of the sea-coast. In that direc- 
tion I determined to go until we should come out some- 
where. He looked in stupid wonder for a moment at the 
little brass box with its trembling needle, and then cried 
out desjiairingly, “ Oh, Bahrin ! ” “ How does the corne- 
know anything about these mountains ? the 

come-j>uss never has been over this road before. I’ve 
travelled here all my life, and, God forgive me, I don't 
know Avhere the sea is ! ” Hungry, anxious, and half-frozen 
as I was, I could not help smiling at our guide’s idea of 
an inexi)erienced comi)ass Avhich had never travelled in 
Kamtchatka, and could not therefore know anything about 
the road. I assured him confidently that the “ come-/'ru.r” 
was “ shipka masteer,” or a great expert at finding the 
sea in a storm ; but he shook his head mournfully, as if he 
had little faith in its abilities, and refused to go in the di- 
rection Avhich I indicated. Finding it impossible to make 
my horse face the wind, I di.smonnted, and, com]>ass in 
hand, led him away in the direction of the sea, followed 
by Viishine, who, with an enormous lAcar-skin wrapped 
around hi.s head, looked like some Avild aniinal. d'he 
guide, seeing thatAAm Avere determined to trust in the com- 
pass, finally concluded to go Avith us. Our prfjgress aahs 
necessarily very slcAAg as the suoav Avas dee]), our iimljs 
chilled and stiffened by their icy covering, and a hurricane 
of wind blowing in our faces. About the middle of the 
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afternoon, however, we came suddenly out upon the very 
brink of a storm-swe];)t precipice, a hundred and fifty feet 
in depth, against the base of which the sea Avas hurling 
tremendous green breakers with a roar that drowned the 
rushing noise of the wind. I had never imagined so Avild 
and lonely a scene.' Behind and around us lay a Avilder- 
ness of Avhite, desolate peaks, croAA'ded together under a 
gray, pitiless sk}'', with here and there a patch of trailing 
pine, or a black pinnacle of trap-rock, to intensify by 
contrast the ghastly w'hiteness and desolation of the A'/eird 
snoAvy mountains. In front, but far beloAA^, was the troub- 
led sea, rolling mysteriously out of a gray mist of snoAV- 
liakes, breaking in thick sheets of clotted froth against the 
black cliff, and making long reverberations, and hollow, 
gurgling noises in the subterranean caverns AAdiich it had 
holloAved out. Snow, neater, and mountains, and in the 
foreground a little group of ice-covered men and shaggy 
horses, staring at the sea from the summit of a mighty 
cliff! It Avas a simple picture, but it AA^as full of cheerless, 
mournful suggestions. Our guide, after looking eagerly 
up and down the gloomy precipitous coast in search of 
some familiar landmark, finally turned to me with a brighter 
face, and asked to see that compass. I unscrcAved the 
cover and showed him the blue quivering needle still 
pointing to the north. He examined it curiou.sly, but 
with eAudent respect for its mysterious poAv.er.s, and 
at last said that it Avas truly ‘‘shipka mastecr,” and 
Avanted to know if it • ahvays pointed tOAvard the sea ! 
I tried to explain to him its nature and use, but 1 
could not make him iinclerstand, and he Avalkcd away 
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firmly believing that there was something uncanny and 
supernatural about a little brass box that could point 
out the road to the sea in a country where it had never 
before been ! 

We pushed on to the northward throughout the after- 
noon, keeping as near the coast as possible, wind- 
ing around among the thickly-scattered peaks and 
crossing no less than nine low ridges of the mountain 
range. 

I. noticed throughout the day the peculiar phenomenon 
of which I had read in Tyndall’s “ Glaciers of the Alps” 
— the blue light which seemed to fill every footprint and 
little crevice in the snow. The hole made by a long 
slender stick was fairly luminous with what appeared to 
be deep blue vapor. I never saw this singular phenome- 
non so marked at any other time during nearly three 
years of northern travel. 

About an hour after dark we rode down into a deep, 
lonely valley, which came out, our guide said, upon the 
sea-beach near the mouth of the Samanka River. Here 
no snow had fallen, but it was raining heavily. I thought 
it hardly possible that the Major and Dodd could have 
reached the appointed rendezvous in such a storm ; but I 
directed the men to pitch the tent, while Ahishine and 
I rode on to the mouth of the river to ascertain whedier 
the whale-boat had arrived or not. It was too dark to see 
anything distinctly, but wo found no traces of any human 
beings having ever been there, and returned disapiiointod 
to camp. We were never more glad to get under a tent, 
eat supper, and crawl into our bear-skin sleeping-! )ags, 
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than after that exhausting day’s work. Our clothes had 
been either wet or frozen for nearly forty -eight hours, and 
we had been fourteen hours on foot and in the saddle, 
without warm food or rest. 

7 


Early on Saturday morning we moved on to the 
mouth of the valley, pitched our tent in a position to com- 
mand a view of the approaches to the Samanka River, 
ballasted its edges with stones to keep the wind from 
blowing it down, and prepared to Avait two days, accord- 
ing to orders, for the Avhaleboat. The storm still con- 
tinued, and the heavy sea, which dashed sullenly all clay 
against the black rocks under our tent, convinced me that 
nothing could be expected from the other party. I only 
hoped that they had succeeded in getting safely landed 
somewhere before the storm began. Caught l.)y a gale 
under the frowning wall of rock which stretched for miles 
along the coast, the whaleboat, I knew, must either swamp 
with all on board, or be dashed to pieces against the cliffs. 
In either case not a soul could escape to tell the story. 

That night Vushine astonished and almost disheartened 
me with the ncAVS that we were eating the last of our pro- 
visions. There was no more meat, and the hard bread 
Avhich remained Avas only a; handful of water-soaked 
Crumbs- He and all the Kamtchadals, confidently ex- 
pecting to meet the whaleboat at the Samanka River, Irad 
taken only three days’ food. He had said nothing about 
it until the last moment, hoping that the Avhaleboat Avould 
arrive or .something turn up; but it could no longer be 
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concealed. We were three days’ journey from any set- 
tlement, and without food. How we were to get liack to 
I.esnoi 1 did not know, as tlie mountains were pi'obaldy 
impassable now, on account of the snow which had fallen 
since we crossed, and the weather did not permit us to 
indulge a hope that the whaleboat would ever come. 
Much as we dreaded it, there ivas nothing to be done but 
to attempt another passage of the mountain range, and 
that without a moment’s delajc I had been ordered to 
wait for the whaleboat two days ; but circumstanees, I 
thought, justified a disobedience of orders, and I directed 
the Kamtdiadals to be ready to start for Lesnoi early the 
next morning. Then, writing a note to the Major, and 
enclosing it in a tin can, to be left on the site of our camp, 
I crawled into my fur bag to sleep and get strength for 
another stiiiggle with the mountains. 

The following morning was cold and stormy, and the 
snow ^vas still falling in the mountains, and heavy rain in 
the valley. We broke camp at daylight, saddled our 
horses, distributed ivhat little baggage Ave had among 
them, as equally as possible, and made every preparation 
for deep snoAV and hard climbing. 

Our guide, after a short comsultation ivith his comrades, 
noAA- came to me and proposed’ that we abandon our plan 
of crossing the mountains as Avholly imjiracticable, ami 
try instead to make our w'ay along the narroAV strip of 
beach Avhich the ebbing tide Avould leave bare at the foot 
of the cliffs. This plan, he contended, was no more dan- 
gerous than attempting to cross the mountains, and Avas 
much more certain of success, as there Avere only a few 
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points- where at low water a horse could not pass with 
dry feet. It was not more than thirty miles to a ra- 
vine on the south side of the mountain range, through 
■w'hich we could leave the beach and regain our old 
trail at a point within one hard day’s ride of Ixisnoi. 
The only danger was in being caught by high water 
before we could reach this ravine, and even then we 
might save ourselves by climbing up on the rocks, 
and abandoning our horses to their fate. It w'ould 
be no worse for them than starving and freezing to 
death in the mountains. Divested of its verbal plausi- 
bility, his plan was nothing more nor less than a grand 
thuty-mile race with a high tide along a narrow beach, 
from which all escape was cut off by precipitous cliffs one 
and two hundred feet in height. If we reached the ravine 
in time, all would be well ; but if not, our beach would be 
covered ten feet deep with water, and our horses, if not 
ourselves, would be swept away like corks. There was 
a recklessness and dash about this proposal which made 
it very attractive when compared with wading laboriously 
through snow-drifts, in frozen clothes, "without anything to 
eat, and I gladly agreed to it, and credited our guide with 
more sense and spirit than I had ever before seen ex- 
hibited by a Kamtchadal. The tide was now only begin- 
ning to ebb, and we had three or four hours to spare be- 
fore it would be low^ enough to start. This time the 
Kamtchadals improved by catching one of the dogs which 
had accompanied us from Lesnoi, killing him in a ccdd- 
blooded way with their long knives, and offering his lean 
body as a sacrifice to the Evil Spirit, in whoso jurisdiction 
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these infernal mountains were supposed to be. The poor 
animal was cut open, his entrails talcen out and thrown 
to the four corners of the earth, and his body suspended 
by the hind legs from the top of a long pole set perpen- 
dicularly in the ground. The Evil Spirit's wrath, how- 
ever, seemed implacable, for it stormed worse after the 
performance of these propitiatory rites than it did before. 
This did not weaken at all the faith of the Kamtchadals in 
the efficacy of their atonement. If the storm did not 
abate, it was only because an unbelieving American with 
a diabolical brass box called a “ come.-pdss'' had insisted 
upon crossing the mountains in defiance of the “ genius 
loci" and all his tempestuous warnings. One dead dog 
was no compensation at all for such a sacrilegious viola- 
tion of the Evil Spirit’s clearly expressed wishes! The 
sacrifice, however, seemed to relieve the natives’ anxiety 
about their own safety ; and much as I pitied the poor 
dog thus remorselessly murdered, I was glad to see the 
manifest imj^rovement which it worked in the spirits of 
my superstitious comrades. 

About ten o’clock, as nearly as I could estimate the 
time without a watch, our guide examined the beach and 
said we must be off ; we would have between four and 
five hours to reach the ravine. We mounted in hot haste, 
and set out at a swinging gallop along the beach, over- 
shadowed by tremendous black clifis on one side, and 
sprinkled with salt spray froin the breakers on the other. 
Great masses of green, slimy s'ea-weed, shells, water- 
soaked drift-wood, and thousands of inediisin, which had 
been thrown up by the storm, lay strewn iii piles along 
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the beach j but we dashed through and over them at a mad 
gallop, never drawing rein for an instant except to pick 
our way between enormous masses of rock, which in some 
places had caved away from the summit of the cliff and 
blocked up the beach with gray barnacle-encrusted frag- 
ments as large as freight-cars. 

We had' got over the first eighteen miles in splendid style, 
when Vushine, who was riding in advance, stopped suddenly, 
with an abruptness which nearly threw him over his horse’s 
head, and raised the familiar ciy of “medvaide! med- 
vaide ! dva.” Bears they certainly seemed to be, making 
their way along the beach a quarter of a mile or so ahead ; 
but how bears came in that desperate situation, where 
they must inevitably be drowned in the course of two or 
three hours, we could not conjecture. It made little dif- 
ference to us, however, for the bears were there and we 
must pass. It was a clear case of breakfast for one party 
or the other. There could be no dodging or getting 
around, for the cliffs and the sea left us a narrow road. I 
slipped a fresh cartridge into my rifle and a dozen more 
into my pocket ; Vushine dropped a couple of balls into 
his double-barrelled fowling-piece, and we crept forward 
behind the rocks to get a shot at them, if possible, before 
we should be seen. We w'ere almost within rifle range 
when Vushine suddenly straightened up with a loud laugh, 
and cried out, “loode” — “they are ])cople.” Coming 
out from behind the rocks, I saw clearly that the}- were. 
But ho-w came people there? Two natives, dressed in fur 
coats and pants, approached us with violent gesticula- 
tions, shouting to us in Russian not to shoot, and holding 
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tip something white, like a flag of truce. As soon as 
they came near enough one of them handed me a wet, 
dirty piece of paper, with a low bow, and I recognized 
him as a Kamtchadal from Lesnoi. They were messengers 
from the Major ! Thanking God in my heart that the other 
party was safe, I tore open the note and read hastily 

“Sea Shore, 15 versts from Lesnoi, October 4th. Driven ashore 
here by the storm. Hurry back as fast a.s possible. 

“S. AB.tZA.” 

The Kamtchadal messengers had left Lesnoi only one 
day behind us, but had been detained by the storm and 
bad roads, and had only reached on the previous night 
our second camp. Finding it impossible to cross the 
mountains on account of the snow, they had abandoned 
their horses, and were trying to reach the Saraanka River 
on foot by way of the sea-beach. They did not expect to 
do it in one tide, but intended to take refuge on high 
rocks during the flood, and resume their journey as soon 
as the beach should be left bare by the receding water. 
There was no time for any more explanations. The 
tide was running in rapidly, and must make twelve 
miles in a little over an hour, or lose our horses. We 
mounted the tired, wet Kamtchadals on two of our spare 
animals, and were off again at a gallop. The situation 
greiv more and more exciting asWe approached the 
ravine. At the end of ever}'- projecting bluff the water 
was higher and higher, and in several places it had already 
touched with foam and spray the foot of the cliffs. In 
twenty minutes more the beach would be impassable. 



Our horses held out nobly, and the ravine was only a 
short distance ahead — only one more projecting* bluti in- 
tervened. Against this the sea was already beginning to 
break, but we galloped past through several feet of water, 
and in five minutes drew rein at the mouth of the ravine. 
It had been a hard ride, but we had won the race with a 
clear ten minutes to spare, and were now on the south 
side of the snowy mountain range, less than sixty miles 
from Lesnoi. Had it not been for our guide’s good sense 
and boldness we would still have been floundering through 
the snow, and losing our way among the bewildering 
peaks, ten miles south of the Samanka River, The ravine 
up which our road lay w'as badly choked with massive 
rocks, patches of trailing pine, and dense thickets of 
alder, and it cost us two hours more hard work to cut a 
trail through it with axes. 

Before dark, however, we had reached the site of our sec- 
ond day’ s camp, and about midnight we arrived at the ruined 
“ yourt” where we had eaten lunch five days before. E.x- 
hausted by fourteen hours’ riding without rest or food, we 
could go no farther. I had hoped to get something to- eat 
from the Kamtchadal messengers from Lesnoi, but was dis- 
appointed to find that their provisions had been exhausted 
the previous day. Vushine scraped a small handful of 
dirty crumbs out of our empty bread-bag, fried them in a 
little blubber, which I suppose lie had brought to grease 
his gun, and olfered them to me • but, hungry as I was, I 
could not eat the dark, greasy mass, and he rlivided it by 
mouthfuls among the Kamtchadals. 

The second day’s ride without food was a severe trial of 
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my Strength, and I began to be tormented by a severe 
gnaAving, burning pain in my stomach. I tried to quiet it 
by eating seeds from the cones of trailing pine and drink- 
ing large quantities of water ; but this afforded no relief, 
and I became so faint toward evening that I could not sit 
in my saddle. 

About two hours after dark avc heard the howling of 
(logs from Lesnoi, and in twenty minutes rode into the 
settlement, dashed up to the little log-house of the Sta- 
rosta, and burst in upon the Major and Dodd as they sat 
at supper. Our long ride was over. 

Thus ended our unsuccessful expedition to the Samanka 
Mountains — the hardest journey I ever experienced in 
Kaintchatka. 

Two days afterward, the anxiety and suffering which 
the Major had endured in a five days’ camp on the sea- 
beach during the storm, brought on a severe attack of 
rheumatic fever, and all thoughts of further progress 
were for the present abandoned. Nearly all the horses in 
the village were more or less disabled, our Samanka 
mountain guide was blind from inflammatory erysipelas, 
brought on hy exposure to five days of storm, and half ray 
party unfit for duty. Under such circumstances, another 
attempt to cross the mountains before Avinter was impos- 
sible. Dodd and the Cossack Meronelf were sent back 
to Tigil after a physician and a iicav supply of provisions, 
Avhile Vushine and I remained at Lesnoi to take care of 
the Major. 


7 ' 


CHAPTER XVI. 



After our unsuccessful attempt to pass the Samanka 
Mountains, there was nothing for us to do but wait pa- 
tiently at Lesnoi until the rivers should freeze over, and 
snow fall to a depth which would enable us to continue 
our journey to Gee-zhe-ga on dog-sledges. It was a 
long, wearisome delay, and I felt for the first time, in its 
full force, the sensation of exile from home, country, and 
civilization. The Major continued very ill, and would 
show the anxiety which he had felt about the succe.ss of 
our expedition by talking deliriously for hours of crossing 
the mountains, starting for Geezhega in the whaleboat, 
and giving incoherent orders to Viishine, Dodd, and my- 
self, about horses, dog-sledges, canoes, and provisions. 
The idea of getting to Geezhega before winter filled his 
mind, to the exclusion of everything else. His sickness 
made the time previous to Dodd’s return seem very long 
and lonesome, as I had absolutely nothins; to do cvcotU 
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little kitchen, light a rude Kaiiitchatlal lamp, made with a 
fragment of moss and a tin-cup full of seal oil, and listen 
for hours to the songs and guitar-playing of the Kamtcha- 
dals, and to the wild stories of perilous mountain adven- 
ture which they delighted to relate. I' learned during 
these Kamtchatkan Nights’ Entertainments many inter- 
esting particulars of Kamtchadal life, customs, and pecu- 
liarities, of which I had before known nothing; and, as I 
shall have no occasion hereafter to speak of this curious, 
little-known people, I may as well give here w'hat account 
I can of their language, music, amusements, superstitions, 
and mode of life. 

The people themselves I have already described as a 
quiet, inoffensive, hospitable tribe of semi-barbarians, re- 
markable only for honesty, general amiability, and comi- 
cal reverence for legally-constituted authority. Such an 
idea as rebellion or re.sistance to oppression is wholly for- 
eign to the Kamtchadal character nozo, v^iatever it may 
have been in previous ages of independence. They will 
suffer and endure any amount of abuse and ill-treatment, 
without any apparent desire for revenge, and with the 
greatest good-nature and elasticity of spirit. They are as 
faithful and forgiving as a dog. If you treat them ^YelI, 
your slightest wish will he their law; and tliey will do 
their best in their rude w'ay to show^ their appj-edation of 
kindness, by anticipating and meeting even your unex- 
pressed wants. During our stay at Lesnoi the Major 
chanced one day to inquire for .some milk. The Starosta 
did not tell him that there was not a cow in the village, 
but said that he wmuld try and get some. A man w^as 


instantly despatched on horseback to the neighboring set- 
tlement of Kinkill, and before night he returned with a 
champagne bottle under his arm, and the Major had milk 
that evening in his tea. From this time until we started 
for Geezhega — more than a month — a man rode twenty 
miles every day to bring us a bottle of fresh milk. This 
seemed to be done out of pure kindness of heart, without 
any desire or expectation of future reward ; and it is a 
fair example of the manner in -which we were generally 
treated by all the Kamtchadals in the peninsula. 

The settled natives of Northern Kamtchatka have gen- 
erally two different residences, in which they live at differ- 
ent seasons of the year. These are respectively called 
the “zimnia” or w’inter settlement, and the “letova’' or 
summer fishing station, and are from one to five miles 
apart. In the former, w'hich is generally situated under 
the shelter of timbered hills, several miles from the sea- 
coast, they reside from September until June. The “ le- 
tova” is always built near the mouth of an adjacent river 
or stream, and consists of a few “ yourts ” or earth-cov- 
ered huts, eight or ten conical “ bologans ” mounted on 
stilts, and a great number of wooden frames on which fish 
are hung to dry. To this fishing station the inhabitants 
all remove eaidy in June, leaving their winter settlement 
entirely deserted. Even the dogs and the crows abandon 
it for the more attractive surroundings and richer pickings 
of the summer “bologans.” Early in July the salmon 
enter the river in immense numbers from the sea, and arc 
caught by the natives in gill-nets, baskets, seines, w'eirs, 
traps, and a dozen other ingenious contrivances — cut open, 
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cleaned and boned by the women, ivith the greatest skill 
and celerity, and hung in long rows upon horizontal poles 
to dry. A fish, with all the confidence of an inexperienced 
sea life, enters the river as a sailor comes ashore, intending 
to have a good time j but before he fairly knows what he is 
about, he is caught in a seinej dumped out upon the beach 
with a hundred more equally unsophisticated and equally 
unfortunate sufferers, split openivith a big knife, his back- 
bone removed, his head cut off, his internal arrangements 
scooped out, and his mutilated remains hung over a pole 
to simmer in a hot July sun. It is a pity that he cannot 
enjoy the melancholy satisfaction of seeing the skill and 
rapidity ivith w'hich his body is prepared for a new and 
’ enlarged sphere of usefulness ! He is no longer a fish. 
In this second stage of passive unconscious existence he 
as.sumes a new name, and is called a “ Yookala.” 

It is astonishing to see in what enormous quantities 
and to ivhat great distances these fish ascend the Sibe- 
rian rivers. Dozens of small streams which we passed in 
the interior of Kamtchatka, seventy miles from the sea- 
coast, were so choked up with thousands of dying, dead, 
and decayed fish, that we could not use the water for any 
purpose whatever. Even in little mountain brooks, so 
narroiv that a child could step across them, we saw sal- 
mon eighteen or twenty inches in length still ivorking 
their ivay laboriously up stream, in water which was not 
deep enough to cover their bodies. We frequently waded 
in and threw" them out by the dozen wnth our bare hands. 
They change greatly in apiiearance as they ascend a 
river. When they first come in from the sea their scales 
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are bright and hard, and their flesh fat and richly colored ; 
but as the)’- go higher and higher up stream, their scales 
lose their brilliancy and fall off, their flesh bleaches out 
until it is nearly white, and they become lean, dry, and 
tasteless. For this reason all the fishing stations in 
Kamtchatka are located, if possible, at or near the mouth 
of some rivei'. To the instinct which leads the salmon 
to ascend rivers for the purpose of depositing its spawn, 
is attributable the settlement of all Northeastern Si- 
beria. If it were not for the abundance of fish, the whole 
country would be uninhabited and uninhabitable, c.xcept 
by the Reindeer Koraks. As soon a,s the fishing season 
is over, the Kanitehadals store away their dried “yoo- 
kala" in “ bologans,” and return to their winter-(]uarlers 
to prepare for the fall catch of sables. For nearly a month 
they spend all their time in the woods and mountains, 
making and setting traps. To make a sable trap, a 
narrow perpendicular slot, fourteen inches by four in 
length and breadth, and five inches in depth, is cut in 
the trunk of a large tree, so that the bottom of the slot 
will be about at the height of a sable’s head when he 
stands erect. The stem of another* smaller tree is then 
trimmed, one of its ends raised to a height of three feet 
by a forked stick set in the ground, and the other bevelled 
off so as to slip up and down freely in the slot cut for its 
reception. This end is raised to the top of the .slot and 
supported there by a simple figure-four catch, leaving a 
nearly square opening of about four inches below for the 
admission of the sable’s head. The figure-four is then 
baited and the trap is ready. The sable rises upon his 
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hind legs, puts his head into the hole, and the heavy log, 
set free by the dropping of the figure-four, falls and 
crushes the animal’s skull, without injuring in the slightest 
degree the valuable parts of his skin. One native fre- 
queiitl}^ makes and sets as many as a hundred of these 
traps in the hill, and visits them at short intervals 
throughout the winter. Not content, however, with this 
extensive and well-organized system of trapping sables, 
the natives hunt them upon snow-shoes with trained dogs, 
drive them into holes which they surround with nets, and 
then, forcing them out with fire or axe, they kill them 
■with clubs. 

The number of sables caught in the Kamtchatkan 
peninsula annually varies from six to nine thousand, all 
of which are. exported to Russia and distributed from 
there over Northern Europe. A large proportion of the 
ivhole number of Russian sables in the European market 
are caught by the natives of Ramtchatka and transported 
by American merchants to Moscow. W. tl. Bordman, 
of Boston, and an American house in China — known, I 
believe, as Russell & Co. — practically control the fur 
trade of Kamtchatka and the Okhotsk sea-coast. The 
price paid to the Ramtchadals for an average sable 
skin in 1S67 ‘'vas nominally fifteen roubles silver, or 
about $ii gold; but payment was made in tea, sugar, 
tobacco, and sundry other articles of merchandise, at the 
trader’s own valuation, so that the natives actually realized 
only a little more than half the nominal price. Nearly 
all the inhabitants of Central Kamtchatka are engaged 
directly or indirectly during the winter in the sable trade 
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and many of them have acquired by it a comfortable 
independence. 

Fishing and sable hunting, therefore, are the sericjus 
occupations of the Kaintchadals throughout the year ; but 
as these are indications of the nature of the country rather 
than of the characteristics of its inhabitants, they give 
only an imperfect idea of the distinctive peculiarities of 
Kaintchadals and Kamtchadal life. The language, music, 
amusements, and superstitions of a people are much more 
valuable as illustrations of their real character dian are 
their regular occupations. 

The Kamtchadal language is to me one of the most 
curious of all the wild tongues of Asia ; not on account 
of its construction, but simply from the strange, uncouth 
sounds with which it abounds, and its strangling, gurgling 
articulation. When rapidly spoken, it always reminded me 
of water running out of a narrow-mouthed j ug ! A Rus- 
sian traveller in Kamtchatka has .said that ‘‘ theKaratcha- 
dal language is spoken half in the month and half in the 
throaty” but it might be more accurately described as 
spoken half in the throat and half in the stomach. It 
has more guttural sounds than any other Asiatic language 
which I have ever heard, and differs considerably in this 
respect from the dialects of the Chookchees and Koraks. 
It is what comparative philologists call an agglutinative 
language, and seems to be made up of permanent un- 
changeable roots with variable iirefixes. It ha.s, so far as 
1 could ascertain, no terminal inflections, and its gram- 
mar seemed to be simple and easily learned. Must of 
the Kaintchadals throughout the northern part of the 
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peninsula speak, in addition to their own language, Rus< 
sian and Korak, so that, in their way, they are quite 
accomplished linguists. 

It has always seemed to me that the songs of a people, 
and especially of a people who have composed them 
themselves, and not adopted them from others, are indi- 
cative to a very great degree of their character ; wdiether, 
as some author supposed, the songs have a rcilcx intlu- 
ence on the character, or -whether they exist simply as its 
exponents, the result is the same, viz., a greater or less 
correspondence between the two. In none of the Sibe- 
rian tribes is this more marked than in the Kamtchadals. 
They have evidently never been a warlike, combative 
people. They have no songs celebrating the heroic deeds 
of their ancestors, or their exploits in the chase or in bat- 
tle, as have many tribes of our North American Indians. 
Their ballads are all of a melancholy, imaginative char- 
acter, inspired apparently by grief, love, or domestic feel- 
ing, rather than by the ruder passions of pride, anger, and 
revenge. Their music all has a wild, strange sound to a 
foreign ear, but it conveys to the mind in some way a 
sense of sorrow, and vague, unavailing regret for some- 
thing which has forever past away, lilce the emotion 
excited by a funeral dirge over the grave of a dear friend. 
As Ossian says of the music of Carryl, “it is like the 
memory of jo}-s that are past — sweet, yet mournful to 
the soul.” I remember particularly a song called the 
Penjinski, sung one night by the natives at Lesnoi, which 
was, without exception, the sweetest, and yet the most 
inexpressibly mournful combination of notes that I had 
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ever heard. It was a wail of a lost soul despairing, yet 
pleading. for mercy. I tried in vain to get a translation 
of the words. Whether it was the relation of some bloody 
and disastrous encounter with their fiercer northern neigh- 
bors, or the lament over the slain body of some dear son, 
brother, or husband, I could not learn ; but the music 
alone will bring the tears near one’s eyes, and has an inde- 
scribable eftect upon the singers, whose excitable feelings 
it sometimes works up almost to the pitch of frenzy. 
The dancing tunes of the Kamtchadals are of course 
entirely different in character, being generally very lively, 
enea'getic staccato passages, repeated many times in suc- 
cession, without variation. Nearly all the natives accom- 
pany themselves upon a three-cornered guitar called a 
“ Cellalika,” with two strings, and some of them iday 
quite well upon rude home-made violins. All are passion- 
ately fond of music of any kind. 

The only other amusements in which they indulge arc 
dancing, playing foot-ball on the snow in winter, and 
racing with dog-teams. 

The winter travel of the Kamtchadals is accomplished 
entirely upon dog-sledges, and in no other pursuit of their 
lives do they spend more time or exhibit their native skill 
and ingenuity to better advantage. I'hey may even be 
said to have made dogs for themselves in the first place, 
for the present Siberian animal is notliing more than a 
half-domcsticated arctic wolf, and still retains all his wolf- 
ish instincts and peculiarities. There i.s probably no 
more hardy, enduring animal in the world. You moy 
compel him to sleep out on the snow in a temperature of 
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70" below zero, drive him with heavy loads until his feet 
crack open and ]3rint the snow with blood, or starve him 
until he eats up his harness ; but his strength and his spirit 
seem alike uncon cpierable. I have driven a team of nine 
dogs more than a hundred miles in a day and a night, and 
have fretiuently worked them hard for forty-eiglit hours 
wdthoutJ;^ng able to give them a particle of food. In 
general they are fed once a day, their allowance being a J ' 
single dried fish, weighing perhaps a pound and a half or 
two pounds. This is given to them at night, so that they 
begin another day’s work with empty stomachs. 

The sledge to which they are harnessed is about ten 
feet in, length and twm in width, made with seasoned birch 
timber, and combines to a surprising degree the two most 
desirable qualities of strength and lightness. It is simply 
a skeleton frame work, fastened together with lashings of 
dried seal-skin, and mounted on broad, curved runners. 

No iron whatever is used in its construction, and it does 
not weigh more than twenty pounds • yet it will sustain a 
load of four or five hundred pounds, and endure the se- 
verest shocks of rough mountain travel The number of 
dogs harnessed to this sledge varies from seven to fifteen, 
according to tlie nature of the country to be traversed 
and the weight of the load. Under favorable circumstances 
eleven dogs will make from forty to fifty miles a day with 
a man and a load of four hundred pounds. They are 
harnessed to the sledge in successive couples by a long 
central thong of seal-skin, to which each individual dog 
is attached by a collar and a short trace. They are guided 
and controlled entirely by the voice and by a lead dog 
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Who is especially trained for the purpose. I'he driver 
carries no whip, but has instead a thick stick about four 
feet in length and two inches in diameter, called an 
“ oerstel.” This is armed at one end with a long iron 
spike, and is used to check the speed of the sledge in de- 
scending hills, and to stop the dogs when they leave the 
road, as they frequently do in pursuit of reindeer and foxes. 
The spiked end is then thrust down in front of one of the 
knees or uprights of the runners, and drags in that position 
through the snow, the upper end being firmly held by the 
driver. It is a powerful lever, and when skilfully used 
brakes up a sledge very promptly and effectively. 

The art of driving a dog-team is one of the most de- 
ce])tive in the world. The traveller at first sight imagines 
that driving a dog-sledge is just as easy as driving a street 
car, and at the very first favorable opportunity he tries it. 
After being run away wuth within the first ten minutes, 
capsized into a snoiv-drift, and his sledge dragged bottom 
upward a quarter of a mile from the road, the rash exper- 
imenter begins to suspect that the task is not quite so 
easy as he had supposed, and in less than one day he is 
generally convinced by hard experience that a dog-driver, 
like a poet, is born, not made. 

The dress of the Kamtchadals in winter and summer is 
made for the most part of skins. Their winter costume 
consists of seal-skin boots called “ torbassfi,” worn over 
heavy reindeer-skin stockings and coming to the knee ; 
fur pants with the hair inside ; a fox-skin hood with a long 
fringe of wolverine hair, ornamented with the animal’s 
ears ; and a heavy kookhlanka, or double fur over-shirt, 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


*65 

coN'cring the body to the knees. This is made of the very 
thickest and softest reindeer-skin -of various colors, onui- 
nrcnted around the bottom with silk embroidery, trimmed 
at the sleeves and neck with glos.sy beaver, and furnished 
^^■ith a square iiajD under the chin, to be held up over the 
nose, and a hood behind the neck, to be drawn over the 
head in bad weather. In such a costume as this the 
Kamtchadals defy for weeks at a time the .severest cold, 
and sleep out on the snow safely and comfortably in 
temperatures of twenty, thirty, and even forty degrees be- 
low iiero, Fahr. 

Most of our time during our long detention at Lesnoi 
tvas occupied in the preparation of such costumes for our 
own use, in making covered dog-sledges to protect our- 
selves from winter storms, sewing bear-skins into capacious 
sleeping bags, and getting ready generally for a hard 
winter’s campaign. 
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northern twilight was fading into the peculiar steely blue 
of an arctic night, our dogs toiled slowly up the last 
summit of the Samanka Mountains, and we looked down 
from a height of more than hvo thousand feet upon the 
drcaiy expanse of snow w'hich stretched away from the 
base of the mountains at our feet to the far horizon. It 
was the land of the Wandering Koraks, A cold breeze 
from the sea swept across the mountain-top, soughing 
mournfully through the pines as it passed, and intensify- 
ing the loneliness and silence of the white wintry land- 
scape. The faint pale light of the vanishing sun still 
lingered uiion the higher peaks ; but the gloomy ravines 
below us, shaggy with forests of larch and dense thickets 
of trailing pine, -were already gathering the shadow’s and 
indistinctness of night. At tlie foot of the mountains 
stood the first encampment of Koraks. As we rested 
our dogs a few moments upon the summit, before com- 
mencing our descent, we tried to discern through the 
gathering gloom the black tents which w'e imagined stood 
somewhere beneath our feet ; but nothing .save the dark 
patches of trailing pine broke the dead white of the level 
steppe. The encampment was hidden by a pnijecting 
shoulder of the mountain. 

The rising moon was just throwing into dark, bold 
relief the shaggy outlines of the peaks on our right, as 
we roused up our dogs and plunged into the throat of a 
dark ravine w’liicli led downw’ard to the steppe. 'I’he 
deceptive shadows of night, and the masses of rock wdiich 
choked up the narrow defile, made the descent extremely 
dangerous ; and it required all the skill of our practised 




drivers to avoid accident. Clouds of snow flew from the 
spiked poles with which they vainly tried to arrest our 
downward rush j cries and warning shouts from those in 
advance, multiplied by the mountain echoes, excited our 
dogs to still greater speed, until we seemed, as the rocks 
and trees flew past, to be in the jaws of a falling ava- 
lanche, which was carrying us with breathless ra]jidity 
down the dark canon to certain luin. Gradually, how- 
ever, our speed slackened, and we came out into the 
moonlight on the hard, wind-packed snow of the open 
steppe. Half an hour’s brisk travel brought us into the 
su])posed vicinity of the Korak encampment, but we saw 
as yet no signs of either reindeer or tents. The dis- 
turbed, torn-up condition of the snow usually appriges the 
traveller of his ajiproach to the yourts of the Koraks, as 
the reindeer belonging to the band range all over the 
country within a radius of several miles, and paw up the 
snow in search of the moss which constitutes their food. 
Failing to find any such indications, ive were discussing 
the probability of our having been misdirected, when 
suddenly our leading dogs pricked up their sharp ears, 
snuffed eagerly at the wind, and with short, excited yeljis, 
made off at a dashing gallop toward a low hill which lay 
almost at right angles with our previous course. The 
drivers endeavored in vain to check the speed of the 
excited dogs; their wolfi.sh instincts were aroused, and 
ail discipline was forgotten as the fresh scent came down 
upon the wind from the herd of reindeer beyond. A 
moment brought us to the brow of the hill, and before 
us, in the clear moonlight, stood the conical tents of the 
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Koralcs, surrounded by at least four thousand reindeer, 
whose branching antlers looked like a perfect forest of 
dry limbs. The dogs all gave voice simultaneously, like 
a pack of fox-hounds in view of the game, and dashed 
tumultuously down the hill, regardless of the .shouts of 
their masters, and the menacing cries of three or four 
dark forms which rose suddenly up from the snow between 
them and the frightened deer. Above the tumult I 
could hear Dodd’s voice, hurling imprecations in Russian 
at his yelping dogs, which, in spite of his most strenuous 
efforts, were dragging him and his capsized sledge across 
the steppe. The vast body of deer wavered a moment 
and then broke into a wild stampede, with drivers, Korak 
sentinels, and two hundred dogs in full pursuit. 

Not desirous of becoming involved in the inMee, I 
sprang from my sledge and watched the confused crowd 
as it swept with shout, bark, and halloo, across the plain. 
The whole encampment, which had seemed in its quiet 
loneliness to be deserted, was now startled into instant 
activity. Dark forms issued suddenly from the tents, and 
grasping the long spears which stood upright in the snow^ 
by the door-way, joined in the chase, shouting and hurling 
lassos of walrus hide at the dogs, with the hope of stop- 
ping their pursuit. The clattering of thousands of antlers 
dashed together in the confusion of iliglit, the hurried 
beat of countless hoofs upon the hard snow, the deep, 
hoarse barks of the startled deer, and the unintelligible 
cries of the Koraks, as they tried to rally their panic- 
stricken herd, created a Pandemonium of discordant 
sounds which could be heard far and wide through the 
8 


170 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA, 


still, frosty atmosphere of night. It resembled a midnight 
attack of Camanches upon a hostile camp, rather than the 
i:)eaceful arrival of three or four American travellers ; and 
I listened with astonishment to the wild uproar of alarm 
which we had unintentionally aroused. 

The tumult grew fainter and fiinter as it swept away 
into the distance, and the dogs, exhausting tlie unnatural 
strength which the excitement had temporarily given them, 
yielded reluctantly to the control of their drivers and 
turned toward the tents. Dodd’s dogs, panting with the 
violence of their exertions, limped sullenly back, casting 
longing glances occasionally in the direction of the deer, 
as if they more than half repented the weakness which had 
led them to abandon the chase. 

“Why didn’t you stop them?” I inquired of Dodd, 
laughingly. “ A driver of your experience ought to have 
better control of his team than that.” 

“Stop them!” he exclaimed with an aggrieved air. 
“ I’d like to see you stop them, with a raw-hide lasso round 
your neck, and a big Korak hauling like a steam windlass 
on the other end of it I It’s all very rvell to -cry ‘stop 
’em ; ’ but v'hen the barbarians haul you otf the rear end 
of your sledge as if you were a wild animal, what course 
would your sublime wisdom suggest? I believe I’ve got 
the mark of a lasso round my neck now,” and he felt 
cautiously about his ears for the impression of a seal-skin 
thong. 

, As soon as the deer had been gathered together again 
and a guard placed over them, the Koraks crowded curi- 
ously around the visitors who bad entered so uuceremoni- 
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ously tlicir quiet camp, and inquired through jMeronciT, 
our interpreter, who we were and what we \vanted, A 
wild, picturesque group they made, as the moonlight 
streamed white and clear into their swarthy faces, and 
glittered upon the metallic ornaments about their persons 
and the polished blades of their long siiears. Their high 
cheek-bones, bold, alert eyes, and straight, coal-black hair, 
suggested an intimate relationship with dur own Indians ; 
but the resemblance went no further. Most of their faces 
wore an expression of bold, frank honesty, w’hich is not a 
characteristic of our western aborigines, and which we in- 
stinctively accepted as a sufficient guarantee of their friend- 
liness and good faith. Contrary to our preconceived 
idea of northern savages, they were athletic, able-bodied 
men, fully up to the average height of Americans. Heavy 
kookhUinkas,” or hunting-shirts of spotted deer-skin, 
confined about the waist with a belt, and fringed round 
the bottom .with the long black hair of the wolverine, 
covered their bodies from the neck to the knee, orna- 
mented here and there with strings of small colored beads, 
tassels of scarlet leather, and hits of polished metal. Fur 
pantaloons, long lioots of seal-skin coming up to the 
thigh, and wolf-skin hoods, with the ears of the animal 
standing erect on each side of the head, cornjdcted 
the costume which, notwithstanding its bizarre effect, had 
yet a certain picturesque adaptation to the equally 
strange features of the moonlight scene. J^eaving our 
Cossack Meroneff, seconded by the Major, to explain our 
business and wants, Dodd and I strolled away to make a 
critical inspection of the encampment. It consisted of 




172 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


four large conical tents, built apparently of a framework of 
poles and covered with loose reindeer skins, confined in their 
places by long thongs of seal or walrus hide, which were 
stretched tightly over them from the apex of the cone to 
the ground. They seemed at first sight to be illy calcu- 
lated to wdthstand the storms which in winter sweep down 
across this steppe from the Arctic Ocean ; but subsequent 
experience proved that the severest gales c.annot tear 
them from their fastenings. Neatly constructed sledges 
of various shapes and sizes were scattered here and there 
upon the snow, and two or three hundred pack-saddles 
for the reindeer w'ere piled up in a symmetrical wall near 
the largest tent. Finishing our examination, and feeling 
somewhat bored by the society of fifteen or twenty 
Koraks who had constituted themselves a sort of super- 
visory committee to watch our motioms, we returned to 
the spot where the representatives of civilization and bar- 
barism were conducting their negotiations. They had 
ajiparently come to an amicable understanding ; for, upon 
our approach, a tall native with shaven head stepped out 
from the throng, and leading the -way to the largest tent, 
"lifted a curtain of skin and revealed a dark hole about 
two feet and a half in diameter, which he motioned to us 
to enter. 

Now, if there was any branch of Vushine’s Siberian edu- 
cation upon which he especially prided himself, it was his 
proficiency in crawling into small holes. Persevering 
practice had given him a flexibility of back and a peculiar 
sinuosity of movement which we might admire but could 
not imitate ; and although the distinction w'as not perhajis 
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an altogether desnable one, he was invariably selected to 
explore all the dark holes' and underground passages 
(miscalled doors) which came in our way. This seemed 
to be one of the most peculiar of the many different styles 
of entrance which we had Observed ; but Vushine, assunf- 
ing as an axiom, that no part of his body could be greater 
than the (w)hole, dropped into a horizontal position, and 
requesting Dodd to give his feet an initial shove, crawled 
cautiously in. A few seconds of breathless silence suc- 
ceeded his disappearance, when supposing that all must 
be right, I put my head into the hole and crawled, w'arily 
after him. The darkness was profound ; but, guided by 
Vushine’ s breathing, I was making very fair iwogress, wdien 
suddenly a savage snarl and a startling yell came out of . 
the gloom in front, folloNved instantly by the most substan- 
tial part of Vushine’ s body, which struck me with the force 
of a battering ram on the top of the head, and caused me, 
with the liveliest apprehensions of ambuscade and massa- 
cre, to back precipitately out. Vushine, with the awk- 
■ward retrograde movements of a disabled crab, speedily 
follow'ed. 

“What in the name of Chort is the matter?” demanded 
Dodd in Russian, as he extricated Vushine’s head from 
the folds of the skin curtain in which it had become en- 
veloped. “ You back out as if Shaitan and all his imj)3 
were after you !” — “You don’t suppose,” responded Vu- 
shine, with excited gestures, “ that I’m going to stay in 
that hole and be eaten up by Korak dogs? If I was 
foolish enough to go in, I’ve got disa-etion enough to 
know when to come out. I don't believe the hole leads 
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anywhere, anyhow,” he added apologetically - ^ and it’s 
all full of dogs.” With a quick perception of Vushine’s 
difiicultics and a grin of amusement at his discomfiture, 
our Korak guide entered the hole, drove out the dogs! 
/tind lifting lip an inner curtain, allowed the red light of 
the fire to stream through. Crawling on hands and knees 
a distance of twelve or fifteen feet through the low door- 
way, we entered the large open circle in the interior of 
the tent. A crackling fire of resinous pine boughs burned 
brightly upon the ground in the centre, illuminating redly 
the framework of black, glossy poles, and flickering fitfully 
over the dingy skins of the roof and the swarthy tattooed 
faces of the women who squatted around. A large cop- 
per kettle, filled with some mixture of questionable odor 
and appearance, hung over the blaze, and furnished occu- 
pation to a couple of skinny, bare-armed women, who with 
file same sticks were alternately stirring its contents, pok- 
ing up the fire, and knocking over the head two or three 
ill-conditioned but inquisitive dogs. The smoke, which 
rose lazily from the fire, hung in a blue, clearly-defined 
cloud about five feet from the ground, dividing the atmos- 
phere of the tent into a lower stratum of comiiaratively 
clear air, and an upper cloud region where smoke, vapors, 

and ill odors contended for supremacy. 

I he location of the little pure air which the yourt 
afiordcd made the boyish feat of standing upon one’s head 
a very desirable accomplishment; and as the iiungent 
siiioke filled my eyes to the exclusion of everything else 
except tears, I suggested to Dodd that he reverse the 
respective positions of his head and feet, and try it-he 
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would escape the sraohe and sparks from the fire, and at 
tlie same time olitain a new and curious optical effect. 
With the sneer of contempt which always met even my 
most valuable suggestions, he replied that .1 miglit try my 
<j\vn exiieriments, and throwing himself down at full 
length on the ground, he engaged in the interesting diver- 
sion of making flrces at a Ivorak baby. Vushiue’s time, as 
soon as his eyes recovered a little from the effects of the 
smoke, was about equally divided between preparations 
for our evening meal, and rer engeful blows at the stray 
dogs which ventured in his vicinity; while the Major, who 
was probably the most usefully employed member of the 
party, negotiated for the exclusive possession of a “ polog.” 
The temperature of a Korak tent in rvinter seldom ranges 
above 20° or 25° Fahr., and as constant exposure to such 
a degree of, cold -would be at least very disagreeable, the 
Koraks construct around the inner circumference of the 
tent small, nearly air-tight apartments called “ pologs,” 
which are separated one from another by .skin curtains, 
and combine the advantages of exclusiveness with the 
desirable luxury of greater Avarmth. These “ pologs” are 
about four feet in height, and six or eight feet in width 
and length. They are made of the heaviest fur.s sewn 
carefully together to exclude the air, and arc warmed anrl 
liglitcd by a burning fragment of moss floating in a wood- 
en bowl of seal oil. The law of compensation, however, 
Avhich pervades all Nature, makes itself felt even in the 
pologs of a Ivorak yourt, and for the greater degree of 
warmth is exacted the penalty of a closer, smokier atmos- 
phere. The flaming wick of the lamp, which floats like a 
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tiny burning ship in a miniature lake of rancid grease, 
absorbs the vital air of the polog, and returns it in the 
shape of carbonic acid gas,, oily smoke, and sickening odors. 
In defiance, however, of all the known laws of hygiene, 
this vitiated atmosphere seems to be healthy ; or, to state 
the case negatively, there is no evidence to prove its un- 
healthiness. The Korak women, who spend almost the 
whole of their time in these pologs, live generally to an 
advanced age, and except a noticeable tendency to angu- 
lar outlines and skinniness, there is nothing to distinguish 
them physically from the old women of other countries. 
It was not without what I supposed to be a well-founded 
apprehension of suffocation, that I slept for the first time 
in a Korak yourt ; but my uneasiness proved to be entire- 
ly groundless, and gradually wore away. 

With a view to escape from the crowd of . Koraks who 
squatted around us on the earthen floor, and whose 
watchful curiosity soon became irksome, Dodd and I 
lifted up the fur curtain of the polog which the Majods 
diplomacy had secured, and crawled in to await the ad- 
vent of supper. The inquisitive Koraks, unable to find 
room in the narrow polog for the wdrole of their bodies, 
lay down to the number of nine on the outside, and 
poking their ugly, half-shaven heads under the curtain, 
resumed their silent supervision. The appearance in a row 
of nine disembodied heads, whose staring eyes rolled with 
synchronous motion from side to side as we moved, was 
so ludicrous that we involuntarily burst into laughter. A 
responsive smile instantly appeared upon each of the nine 
swarthy faces, whose simultaneous concurrence in the 


TENT I,IFE IN SIBERIA. 


177 


I 

I 

f 


r 


expression of every emotion suggested the idea of some 
huge monster with nine heads and but one consciousness. 
Acting upon Dodd’s suggestion that we try and smoke 
them out, J took my brier-wood pipe from my pocket and 
proceeded to light it with one of those peculiar snapping 
■ lucifers which were among our most cherished relics of 
civilization. As the match, with a miniature fusillade 
of sharp reports, burst suddenly into flame, the nine 
startled heads instantly disappeared, and from beyond the 
curtain ive could hear a chorus of long-drawn “ tye-e e’s ” 
from the astonished natives, followed by a perfect Babel 
of animated comments upon this diabolical method of 
producing fire. Fearful, however, of losing some other 
equally striking manifestation of the Avhite men’s super- 
natural power, the heads soon returned, re-enforced by sev- 
eral others -which the report of the ivonderful occurrence 
had attracted. The fabled watchfulness of the hundred- 
eyed Argus was nothing compared with the scrutiny to 
which we were now subjected. Every wreath of curling 
smoke which rose from our lips was watched by the star- 
ing eyes as intently as if it were some deadly vai)or from 
the bottomless pit, which -would shortly burst into report 
and flame. A loud and vigorous sneeze from Dodd was 
the signal for a second panic-stricken withdrawal of the 
row of heads, and another comparison of respective expe- 
riences outside the curtain. It was laughable enough , 
but, tired of being stared at and anxious for something to 
eat, -sve crawled out of our polog and -watched with unas 
sumed interest the preparation of supper. 

Out of a little pine box.-w'hich contained our tele- 
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graphic instruments, Vushine had improvised a rude, leg- 
less mess-table, which he Avas engaged in covering with 
cakes of hard bread, slices of raw bacon, and tumblers 
of steaming tea. These were the luxuries of civilization, 
and beside them on the ground, in a long wooden trough 
and a huge bowl of the same material, were the corre- 
S]Jonding delicacies of barbarism. As to their nature and 
composition we could, of course, give only a wild conjec- 
ture ; but the appetites of weary travellers are not very 
discriminating, and we seated ourselves, like cross-legged 
Turks, on the ground, between the trough and the instru- 
ment-box, determined to prove our appreciation of Korak 
hospitality by eating everything which offered itself. The 
bowl with its strange-looking contents arrested, of course, 
the attention of the observant Dodd, and, poking it 
inquiringly with a long-handled spoon, he turned to 
Vushine, who, as chef -de-cuisine^ was siqojjosed to know 
all about it, and demanded : 

‘‘ What’s this you’ve got ? ” 

“ That ? ” answered Vushine, promptly, “ that’s 
‘ Kasha’ ” (hasty pudding made of rice). 

‘‘Kasha!” exclaimed Dodd, contemptuously. “It 
looks more like the stuff that the children of Israel made 
bricks of. They don’t seem to have Avanted for stmAAi-, 
either,” he added, as he fished up several stems of dried 
grass. “What is it, anyhoAV?” 

“ That,” said Vushine again, AA'ith a comical assump 
tion of learning, “is the celebrated ‘Jamuk chi a la 
Poosterelsk,’ the national dish of the Koraks, made from 
the original recipe of His High Excellency Oollcot 
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Ootkoo Minyegeetkiii, Grand Hereditary Tyon and Vevc- 
sokee Prc\ oskhodeclbestro— — ■” 

“ Hold on !” exclaimed Dodd, with a deprecating ges- 
ture, “ that’s enough, I’ll eat it and taking out a half- 
spoonful of the dark \dscid mass, he put it to his lips. 

“ Well,” said we expectantly, after a moment’s pause, 
“ what does it taste like ? ” 

“Like the mud pies of infancy!” he replied senton- 
tiously, “A little salt, pepper, and butter, and a good 
deal of meat and flour, with a few well-selected vegeta- 
bles, would probably improve it ; but it isn’t particularly 
bad as it is.” 

Upon the strength of this rather equivocal recommen- 
dation I tasted it. Aside from a peculiar earthy flavor, it 
had nothing about it which was either pleasant or dis- 
agreeable. Its qualities were all negative except its grassi- 
ness, which alone gave character and consistency to the 
mass. 

This mixture, known among the Koraks as “ manyalla,” 
is eaten by all the Siberian tribes as a substitute for bread, 
and is the nearest approximation which native ingenuity 
can make to the staff of life. It is valued, we were told, 
more for its medicinal virtues than for any intrinsic excel- 
lence of taste, and our limited experience fully prepared 
us to believe the statement. Its original elements are 
clotted blood, tallow, and half-digested moss taken from 
the stomach of the reindeer, where it is supposed to have 
undergone some essential change which fits it for second- 
hand consumption. These curious and heterogeneous 
ingredients are boiled up together with a few handfuls of 
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dried grass to give the mixture consistency, and the dai'k 
mass is then moulded into small loaves and frozen for 
future use. Our host was evidently desirous of treating 
us with every civility, and, as a mark of especial consider- 
ation, bit off several choice morsels from the large cube 
of venison in his grimy hand, and taking them from his 
mouth, offered them to me. I waived graciously the im- 
plied compliment, and indicated Dodd as the proper 
recipient of such attentions ; but the latter revenged him- 
self by requesting an old woman to bring me some raw 
tallow, which he soberly assured her constituted my only 
food when at home. My indignant denials in English 
were not, of course, understood ; and the woman, delighted 
to find an American whose tastes corresponded so closely 
with her own, brought the tallow. I was a helpless vic- 
tim, and I could only add this last offence to the long 
list of grievances which stood to Dodd’s credit, and which 
I hoped some time to settle in full. ■ 

Supper, in the social economy of the Koraks, is empha- 
tically the meal of the day. Around the kettle of “ man- 
yalla,” or the tj’ough of reindeer meat, gather the men of 
the band, who during the hours of daylight have been 
absent, and who, between mouthfuls of meat or moss, dis- 
cuss the simple subjects of thought which their isolated 
life affords. We availed ourselves of this ojiportunity to 
learn something of the tribes who inhabited the country 
to the northward, the reception with which we would pro- 
bably meet, and the mode of travel which we should be 
compelled to adopt. 


CHAPTER XVIIL 


The Wandering Kora.ks of ICaratchatka, who are divided 
into about forty ditferent bands, roam over the great 
steppes in the northern part of the peninsula, between 
the 58th and the 63d parallels of latitude. Their southern 
limit is the settlement of Tigil, on the west coast, where 
they come annually to trade, and they are rarely found 
north of the village of Penzhina, two hundred miles from 
the head of the Okhotsk Sea. Within these limits they 
wander almost constantly with their great herds of rein- 
deer, and so unsettled and restless are they in their habits, 
that they seldom camp longer than a week in any one 
place. This, however, is not attributable altogether to 
restlessness or love of change. A herd of four or five 
thousand reindeer will in a very few days paw up the 
snow’- and eat all the moss within a radius of a mile from 
the encampment, and then, of course, the band must 
move to fresh ground. Their nomadic life, therefore, is 
not entirely a choice, but partly a nece.ssity, growing out 
of their dependence upon the reindeer. They ninst wan- 
der or their deer will starve, and then their own starva- 
tion follows as a natural consequence. Their unsettled 
mode of life probably grew, in the first place, out of the 
domestication of the reindeer, and the necessity which it 
involved of consulting first the reindeer’s wants, j but the 
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restless, vagabondish habits thus produced have now be^ 
come a part of the Korak’s veiy nature, so that he could 
hardly live in any other way, even had he an opportunity 
of so doing. This wandering, isolated, independent ex- 
istence has given to the Koraks all those characteristic 
traits of boldness, impatience of restraint, and perfect 
selfreliance, which distinguish them from the Kamtcha- 
dals and the other settled inhabitants of Siberia. Give 
them a small herd of reindeer, and a moss steppe to 
wander over, and they ask nothing more from all the 
world. They are wholly independent of civilization and 
government, and will neither submit to their laws nor re- 
cognize their distinctions. Every man is a law unto him- 
self as long as he owns a dozen reindeer ; and he can 
isolate himself, if he so chooses, from all human kind, and 
ignore all other interests but his own and his reindeer’s. 
For the sake of convenience and society they associate 
themselves in bands of six or eight hunilies each; but 
these bands are held together only by mutual consent, 
and recognize no governing head. They have a leader 
called a Tydn, who is generally the largest deer-owner of 
the band, and he decides all such questions as the loca- 
tion of camps and time of removal from place to place ; 
but he has no other power, and must refer all graver 
questions of individual rights and general obligations to 
the members of the band collectively. They have no 
particular reverence for anything or anybody except the 
evil spirits Avho bring calamities upon them, and the 
'‘Shamans” or priests, who act as infernal mediators 
between these devils and their victims. Earthly rank 
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they treat with contempt, and the Czar of all the Russias, 
if he entered a Korak tent, would stand upon the same 
level with its owner. We had an amusing instance of 
this soon after rve met the first Koraks. The Major had 
become impressed in some way with the idea that in order 
to get what lie wanted from these natives he must iinpj-ess 
them with a proper sense of his power, rank, wealth, and 
general importance in the world, and make them feel a 
certain degree of reverence and respect for his orders and 
wishes. He accordingly called one of the oldest and 
most influential members of the band to him one day, and 
proceeded to tell him, through an interpreter, how rich he 
was ; what immense resources, in the way of rewards and 
punishments, he possessed ; what high rank he held ; 
how important a place he filled in Russia, and how be- 
coming it was that an individual of such exalted attributes 
should be treated by poor wandering heathen with filial 
reverence and veneration. The old Korak, squatting 
upon his heels on the ground, listened quietly to the 
enumeration of all our leader’s admirable qualities and 
perfections without moving a muscle of his face ; but 
finally, when the interpreter had finished, he rose sloivly, 
rvalked up to the Major with imperturbable gravity, and 
Avith the most benignant and patronizing condescension, 
patted him softly on the head ! The Major turned red 
and broke out into a laugh ; but he never tried again to 
overawe a Korak. 

Notwithstanding this democratic independence of the 
Koraks, they are almost invariably hospitable, obliging, 
and kind-hearted ; and we ivere assured at the first en- 
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campment where we stopped,, that we ivould have no diffi- 
culty in getting the different bands to carry us on deer- 
sledges from one encampment to another until we should 
reach the liead of Penzhinsk Gulf. After a long conver- 
sation with the JCoraks who crowded around us as we sac 
by the fire, we finally became tired and sleepy, and with 
favorable impressions upon the whole of this new and 
strange people, we crawled into our little polog to sleep. 
A voice in another part of the yourt was singing a low, 
melancholy air in a minor key as I closed my eyes, and 
the sad, oft-repeated refrain, so different from ordinary 
music, invested with peculiar loneliness and strangeness 
my first night in a Korak tent. 

To be awakened in the morning by a paroxysm of 
coughing, caused by the thick, acrid smoke of a low-spirited 
fire — to crawl out of a skin bed-room six feet square into 
the yet denser and smokier atmosphere of the tent — to eat 
a breakfast of dried fish, frozen tallow, and venison out of 
a dirty wooden trough, with an ill-conditioned dog standing 
at each elbow and disputing one’s right to every mouthful, 
is to enjoy an experience which only Korak life can afford, 
and which only Korak insensibility can long endure. A 
very sanguine temperament may find in its novelty some 
compensation for its discomfort, but the novelty rarely 
outlasts the second day, while, the discomfort seems to in- 
crease in a direct ratio with the length of the experience. 
Philosophers may assert that a rightly constituted mind 
will rise superior to all outward circumstances ; but two 
weeks in a Korak tent would do more to disabuse their 
minds of such an eiToneous. impression than any amount 
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of logical argument. I do not profe.ss myself to be pre- 
ternaturally cheerful, and the dismal aspect of things when 
I crawled out of my fur sleeping-bag, on the raorning after 
our arrival at the first encampment, made me feel anything 
but amiable. The first beajns of daylight were just strug- 
gling in misty blue lines through the smoky atmosiihere 
of the tent. The recently kindled fire would not burn 
but would smoke ; the air was cold and cheerless ; two 
babies were crying in a neighboring polog ; the breakfiist 
was not ready, everybody was cross, and rather than break 
the harmonious impression of general misery, I became 
cross also. Three or four cups of hot tea, however, which 
were soon forthcoming, exerted their usual inspiriting in- 
fluence, and we began gradually to take a more cheerful 
view of the situation. Summoning the “Tyon," and 
quickening his dull apprehension with a preliminary pipe 
of strong Circassian tobacco, we succeeded in making ar- 
rangements for our transportation to the next Korak en- 
campment in the north, a distance of about forty miles. 
Orders were at once given for the capture of twenty rein- 
deer and the preparation of sledges. Snatching hurriedly 
a few bites of liard bread and bacon by way of breakfast, 
I donned fur hood and mittens, and crawled out through 
the low doorway to see how twenty trained deer were to 
be separated from a herd of four thou.sand wild ones. 

Surrounding the tent in eveiy direction ivere the deer 
belonging to the band, some pawing up the snow with 
their sharp hoofs in search of moss, others clashing their 
antlers together and barking hoarsely in fight, or chasing 
one another in a mad gallop over the steppe. Near the 
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tent a dozen men with lassos an-anged themselves in two 
parallel lines, while twenty more, with a thong of seal-skin 
tw'o or three hundred yards in length, encircled a portion 
of the great herd, and with shouts and waiving lassos began 
driving it through the narrow gantlet. The deer strove 
with frightened bounds to escape from the gradually con- 
tracting circle, but the seal-skin cord, held at short dis- 
tances by shouting natives, invariably turned them back, 
and they streamed in a struggling, leaping throng through 
the narrow opening between the lines of lassoers. Ever 
and anon a long cord uncoiled itself in air, and a sliding 
noose fell over the antlers of some unlucky deer wiiose 
slit ears marked him as trained, but whose tremendous 
leaps and frantic efforts to escape suggested very grave 
doubts as to the extent of the training. To prevent the 
interference and knocking together of the deer’s antlers 
when they should be harnessed in couples, one horn wars 
relentlessly chopped off close to the head by a native 
armed with a heavy sword-like knife, leaving a red ghastly 
stump from which the blood trickled in little streams over 
the animal’s ears. They were then harnessed to sledges 
in couples, by a collar and trace passing between the fore- 
legs ; lines were affixed to small sharp studs in the head- 
stall, which pricked the right or left side of the head w'hen 
the corresponding rein was jerked, and the equipage wais 
ready. 

Bidding good-by to the I^esnoi Kamtchadals, who re- 
turned from here, we muffled ourselves from the biting air 
in our heaviest funs, took seats on our respective sledges, 
and at a laconic “tok” (go) from the “ Tyon” we were 
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off] the little duster of tents looking like a group of con- 
ical islands behind us as we swept out upon the limitless 
ocean of the snowy steppe. Noticing that I shivered a 
little in the keen air, my driver iiointed aivay to the nortli- 
ward, and exclaimed with a pantomimic shrug, “Tam 
s]uj)ka Kholodno ” — there it’s awful cold. We needed not 
to be informed of the fact ; the rapidly sinking thermom- 
eter indicated our approach to the regions of perpetual 
frost, and I looked forward ■yvlth no little ajiprehension to 
the pro.spect of sleeping out-doors in the arctic tempera- 
tures of which I had read, but which I had never yet ex- 
perienced. 

This was my first trial of reindeer travel, and I w'as 
a little disappointed to find that it did not quite realize the 
expectations which had been excited in my boyish days 
by the pictures of galloping Lapland deer in the old 
geographies. The reindeer were there, but they were not 
the ideal reindeer of early fancy, and I felt a vague sense 
of personal injury and unjustifiable deception at the sub- 
stitution of these awk\yard, ungainly lieasts for the spirited 
and lleet-footed animals of my boyish imagination. Their 
trot ivas aivkward and lieavy, they carried their heads 
low, and their panting breaths and gaping mouths were 
constantly suggestive of complete exhaustion, and excited 
pity for their apparently laborious exertions, rather than 
admiration for the speed which they really did exhibit. 
My ideal reindeer would never have demeaned himself 
by running ivith his mouth wide open. When I learned, 
as I afterward did, that they were compelled to breathe 
through tlieir mouths, on account of the rapid accumula- 



tion of frost in their nostrils, it relieved niy apprehensions 
of their breaking down, but did not alter my firm con- 
viction that my ideal reindeer was infinitely superior in 
an lesthetic point of view to the real animal. I could 
not but admit, however, the inestimable value of the 
reindeer to his wandering owners. Besides carrying 
them from place to place, he furnishes them with clothes, 
food, and covering for their tents ; his antlers are made 
into rude implements of all sorts ; his sinews are dried and 
pounded into thread, his bones are soaked in seal oil and 
burned for fuel, his entrails are cleaned, filled with tallow, 
and eaten ; his blood, mixed with the contents of his 
stomach, is made into “ manyalla ; ” his marrow and 
tongue are considei'ed the greatest of delicacies ; the stiff, 
bristly skin of his legs is used to cover snow'-shoes ; and 
finally his wiiole body, sacrificed to the Korak gods, 
brings down upon his owners all the spiritual and temporal 
blessings which they need. It \vould be hard to find 
another animal which fills so important a place in the 
life of any body of men, as the reindeer does in the life 
and domestic economy of the Siberian Koraks. I can- 
not now think of one which furnishes even the four prime 
requisites of food, clothing, shelter, and transportation. 
It is a singular fact, however, that the Siberian natives— 
the only people, so far as I know, who have ever domesti- 
cated the reindeer, except the Laps — do not use in any 
w'ay the animars milk. Why so imjiortant and desirable 
an article of food should be neglected, when every other 
part of the deer’s body is turned to some useful account, 
I cannot imagine. It is certain, however, that no one of 
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the four great wandering tribes of Northeastern Siberia, 

Koraks, Chookcbees, Tungoos, and Samootkees, uses in 
any way the reindeer’s milk, 

Ily two o’ clock in the afternoon it began to grow dark ; 
but we estimated that we had accomplished at least half 
of our day’s journey, and halted for. a few moments to 
allow our deer to eat. The last half of the distance 
seemed interminable. The moon ro.se round and bright 
as the shield of Achilles, and lighted up the vast, lonely 
“ toondra” with noonday brilliancy ; but its .silence and 
desolation, the absence of any dark object upon which the 
fatigued eye could rest, and the apparently boundless f 

extent of this Dead Sea of snow, oppressed us with new I 

and strange sensations of awe. A dense mist or steam, t 

which is an unfailing indication of intense cold, rose l 

from the bodies of the reindeer and hung over the road i 

long, after we had passed. Beards became tangled 
masses of frozen iron wire ; eyelids grew heavy with white 
rims of frost and froze together when we winked; noses . 
assumed a white, waxen appearance with every incautious 
exposure, and only by frequently running beside our 
sledges could we keep any “feeling” in our feet. Im- 
pelled by hunger and cold, we repeated twenty times 
the despairing question, “How much farther is it?” 
and twenty times we received the stereotyped but indefi- 
nite answer of “ chaimuk,” near, or occasionally the en- 
couraging assurance that we would arrive in a minute. 

Now we knew very well that we s/iatihi no^ nwivc in a 
minute, nor probably in forty minutes ; but it atforded 
temporary relief to be fold that we would. My frequent 
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inquiries finally spurred my driver into an attempt to ex- 
press tlie. distance arithmetically, and with evident pride 
in his ability to. speak Russian, he assured me that it was 
only “ dva verst,” or two versts more. I brightened up 
at once with anticipations of a warm fire and an infi- 
nite number of cups of hot tea, and succeeded, by the 
imagination of prospective comfort, in forgetting the pres- 
ent sense of. suffering. At the expiration, however, of 
three-quarters of an hour, seeing no indication of the 
promised encampment, 1 asked once more if it were 
much farther away. One Korak looked around over 
the steppe with a well-assumed air of seeking some 
landmark, and then turning to me with a confident nod, 
repeated the wmrd “verst” and held up four fingers! 
I sank back upon my sledge in despair. If we had been 
three-quarters of an hour in losing two versts, how long 
w'ould webein losing versts enough to get back to the 
place from wliich ive started. It was a discouraging 
problem, and after several unsuccessful attempts to solve 
it by the double rule of three backw'ards, I gave it up. 
For the benefit of the future traveller, I give, however, a 
few native expressions for distance.s, with their numerical 
equivalents : “ Chaimuk” — near, twenty versts ; “ hol- 

shai nyett” — there is no more, fifteen versts ; “ Sey chass 
preadem”— we will arrive this minute, means any time 
in the course of the day or night ; and “ diloco ” — far, is a 
week’s journey. By bearing in mind these simple values, 
the traveller will avoid much bitter disappointment, and 
may get through without entirely losing faith in human 
veracity. ■ 
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About six o’clock in tlie evening, tired, liungry, and 
half-froxen, avc caught sight of the sparks and fire -lit smoke 
which arose from the tents of the second encampment, 
and amid a general barking of dogs and liallooing of men 
Ave stopped among them. Jumping hurriedly from my 
sledge, Avith no thought but that of getting to a fire, I 
crawled into the first hole Avhich presented itself, with a 
firm belief, founded on the previous night’s experience, 
that it must be a door. After groping about some lime in 
the dark, crawling o\^er tAVO dead reindeer and a heap of 
dried fish, I Avas obliged to shout for assistance. Great Avas 
the astonishment of the proprietor, who came to the 
rescue Avith a torch, to find a Avhite man and a stranger 
craAvling around aimlessly in his fish store-house. He 
relieved his feelings with a ty-e-e-e of amazement, and led 
the way, or rather craAvded a\A^ay, to the interior of the tent, 
Avhere I found the Major endeavoring AAuth a dull Korak 
knife to cut liis frozen beard loose from his fur hood and 
open communication Avith his mouth through a sheet of ice 
and hair. The tea-kettle Avas soon simmering and spouting 
over a brisk fire, beards Avere thaAved out, no.se.s examined 
for signs of frost-bites, and in half an hour Ave were seated 
comfortably on the ground around a candle -box, drinking- 
tea and discussing the CA'cnts of the tlay. 

Just as -Vushine Avas filling up our cups for the third time, 
the skin curtain of the low doorway at our side Avas lifted 
up, and the most extraordinary figure AA'hich I ever beheld 
in Kamlchatka crawled silently in, straightened up to its 
full height of six feet, and stood majestically before us. It 
Avas an ugly, dark-featured man about thirty years of age. 
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He was clothed in a scarlet dress-coat with blue facings 
and brass buttons, with long festoons of gold cord bung 
across the breast, pants of blade, greasy deer-skin, and fur 
boots. His hair was closely shaven from the crown of his 
head, leaving a long fringe of lank, uneven locks hanging 
about his ears and forehead. I.ong strings of small color- 
ed beads depended from his ears, and over one of them he 
had plastered for future use a huge quid of masticated to- 
bacco. About his waist was tied a ragged seal-skin thong, 
which supported a magnificent silver-hilted sword and 
embossed scabbard. His smoky, unmistakably ICorak 
face, shaven head, scarlet coat, greasy skin pants, gold 
cord, seal-skin belt, silver-hilted sword, and fur boots, 
made up such a remarkable combination of glazing cozi- 
trasts that we could do nothing for a moznent but stare at 
him in utter aznazement. He renrinded zne of ‘‘ Talipot, 
the Iznmortal Potentate of Manacabo, Messenger of the 
Morning, Enlightener of the Sun, Possessor of the Whole 
Eai'th, and Mighty Monarch of the Brass-handled Swoz'd.” 

“Who are you?” suddezily demanded the Mzijor, in 
Russian. A low bow was the ozily response. “ Where in 
the nazne of Chort did you come frozn?” Another bow. 
“ Where did )^ou get that coat ? Czm’t you say something ? 

Ay ! Meroneff ! Come and talk to this fellow, I can’t 

znake hizn say anything.” Dodd suggested that he might 
be a messenger frozn the Expedition of Sir John Eranklin, 
with late advices frozn the Pole and the Northwest passage ; 
and the silent owner of the swoid bowed aflirznatively, as if 
this were the true solution of the mystery. “ Are )mu a 
pickled cabbage ? ” suddenly inquired Dodd in Russian. 
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The Unknown intimated by a very emphatic bow that he 
was. “ lie don’t understand anytliiug I ” said Dodd in dis- 
gust i “ where’s Meroneff? ” Meroneff soon made his ap- 
pearance, and began questioning the mysterious visitor in a 
scarlet coat as to his residence, name, and previous histo- 
ry. For the first time he now found a voice. ‘‘ What 
does he say ? ” asked the Major, “ what’s his name ? ” 

“ He says his name is Khaniilpoogineek.” 

“ Where did he get that coat and sword ? ” 

“ He says ‘ the Great AVhite Cliief ’ gave it to him for a 
dead reindeer.” This was not very satisfactory, and 
Meroneff was insti'ucted to get some more intelligible in- 
formation. Who the “Great White Chief” might be, 
and why he should give a scarlet coat and a silver-hilted 
sword for a dead reindeer, were questions beyond our 
ability to solve. Finall}'’, Meroneff ’s puzzled face cleared 
up, and he told us that the coat and sword had been pre- 
sented to the Unknown by the Emperor, as a reward for 
reindeer given to the starving Russians of Kamtchatka 
during a famine. The Korak was asked if he had re- 
ceived no paper with these gifts, and he immediately left 
the tent, and returned in a moment witli a sheet of paper 
tied up carefully with reindeer’s sinews between a couple 
of thin boards. This paper explained everything. The 
coat and sword had been given to the present owner’s 
father, during the reign of Alexander I., by the llussian 
Governor of Kamtchatka, as a reward for succor afforded 
the Russians in a famine. From the father they had de- 
scended to the son, and the latter, proud of his inherited 
distinction, had presented himself to us as soon as he 
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licard of oar arrival He wanted nothing in p-arlicular 
cvcopt to show himself, and after examining his sword, 
which was really a magnificent weapon, we gave him a 
few bunches of tobacco and dismissed him. We had 
hardly expected to find in the interior of ICamtchatka any 
relics of Alexander I., dating back to the time of Napo- 
Icon. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

On the following morning at daybreak we continued 
our journey, and rode until four hours after dark, over a 
boundless level steppe, .without a single guiding landmark 
to point the way. I was surprised to see how accurately 
our drivers could determine the points of the compass 
and shape their course by simply looking at the snow. 
The heavy north-east winds which prevail in this locality 
throughout the winter sweep the snow into long wave-like 
ridges called “ sastroogee,” which are always perpendicu- 
lar to the course of the wind, and which almost invariably 
run in a north-west and south-east direction. They are 
sometimes hidden for a few days by freshly-fallen snow ; 
but an experienced Korak can always tell by removing 
the upper layer which way is north, and he travels to 
his destination by night or day in a nearly straight 
line. 

We reached the third encampment about six o’clock, 
and upon entering the largest tent were surprised to fin<l 
it crowded Avith natives, as if in expectation of some cere- 
mony or entertainment. Inquiry through our interpreter 
elicited the interesting fact that the ceremony of marriage 
was about to be performed for, or rather by, two members 
of the band ; and instead of taking up our quarters, as Ave 
at first intended, in another less crOAvded tent, avc deter- 
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mined to remain and see in what manner tliis rite would 
be solemnized by a wholly uncivilized and barbarous 
people. 

The maraage ceremony of the Koraks is especially re- 
markable for its entire originality, and for the indifference 
which it manifests to the sensibilities of the bridegroom. 
In no other country does thei-e exist such a curious mix- 
ture of sense and absurdity as that which is dignified in the 
social life of the Koraks with the name of marriage ; and 
among no other people, let us charitably hope, is the un- 
fortunate bridegroom subjected to such humiliating indig- 
nities. The contemplation of marriage is, or ought to be, 
a very serious thing to every young man ; but to a Korak 
of average sensibility it must be absolutely appalling. 
No other proof of bravery need ever be exhibited than a 
certificate of marriage (if the Koraks have such docu- 
ments), and the bravery rises into positive heroism when a 
man marries two or three times. I once knew a Korak 
in Kamtchatka who had four wives, and I felt as much re- 
spect for his heroic bravery as if he had charged wuth the 
Six Hundred at Balaklava. 

The ceremony, I believe, has never been described ; and 
inadequate as a description may be to convey an idea of 
the reality, it wall perhaps enable American lovers to 
realize what a calamity they escaped when tliey were born 
in America and not in Kamtchatka. The young Korak’s 
troubles begin when he first falls in love ; this, like 
Achilles’ wrath, is ‘‘the direful spring of woes unnum- 
bered.” If his intentions are serious, he calls uj^on the 
damsel’s father and makes formal proposals for lier hand, 
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ascertains the amount of her dower in reindeer, and learns 
her estimated value. He is probably told that he must 
work for his wife two or three years — a rather severe trial 
of an}'- young man’s affection. He then seeks an inter- 
view with the young lady herself, and performs the agree- 
able or disagreeable duty which corresponds in Korak to 
the civilized custom of “ popping the question.” We had 
hoped to get some valuable hints from the Koraks as to 
the best method which their experience suggested for the 
successful accomplishment of this delicate task ; but we 
could learn nothing which Avould be applicable to the 
more artificial relations of civilized society. If the young 
man’s sentiments are reciprocated, and he obtains a 
positive promise of marriage, he goes cheerfully to work, 
like Ferdinand in “ The Tempest ” for Miranda’s father, 
and spends two or three years in cutting and drawing 
wood, watching reindeer, making sledges, and contributing 
generally to the interests of his prospective father-in-law. 
At the end of this probationary i)eriod comes the grand 
“ experimentura crucis,” which is to decide his fate and 
prove the success or the uselessness of his long labor. 

At this interesting crisis we had surprised our Korak 
friends in the third encampment. The tent which we had 
entered was an unusually large one, containing twenty-six 
‘‘pologs,” arranged in a continuous circle around its inner 
circumference. The open space in the centre around 
the fire was crowded with the dusky faces and half-shaven 
heads of the Korak spectators, whose attention seemed 
about equally divided between sundry kettles and troughs 
of “ manyalla,” boiled venison, marrow, frozen tallow, and 
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similar delicacieSj and the discussion of some controverted 
point of marriage etiquette. Owing to my ignorance of 
tlie language, I was not able to enter thoroughly into the 
merits of the disputed question ; but it seemed to be ably- 
argued on both sides. Our sudden entrance seemed to 
create a temporary diversion from the legitimate business 
of the evening. The tattooed women and shaven-headed 
men stared in open-mouthed astonishment at the pale- 
faced guests who had come unbidden to the marriage- 
feast, having on no wedding garments. Our faces -were 
undeniably dirty, our blue hunting-shirts and buck-skin 
pants bore the marks of two months’ rough travel, in 
ammerous rips, tears, and tatters, which w^ere only partially 
masked by a thick covering of reindeer hair from our fur 
“ kookhlankdis.” Our general appearance, in fact, sug- 
gested a more intimate acquaintance with dirty “yourts,” 
mountain thickets, and Siberian storms, than with the 
civilizing influences of soap, water, razors, and needles. We 
bore the curious scrutiny of the assemblage, however, 
with the indifference of men who were used to it, and 
sipped our hot tea while waiting for the ceremony to 
begin. I looked curiously around to see if I could dis- 
tinguish the happy candidates for matrimonial honors ; but 
tiicy -were evidently concealed in one of the closed pologs. 
The eating and drinking seemed by this time to be about 
finished, and an air of expectation and suspense pervaded 
the entire crowd. Suddenly we were startled by the 
loud and regular beating of a native “ baraban ” or bass 
drum, which fairly filled the tent with a volume of sound. 
At the same instant the tent opened to permit the passage 
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of a tall, stern-looking Korak, with an armful of willow 
si)routs and alder branches, which he proceeded to dis- 
tribute in all the pologs of the tent. “What do you 
suppose that’s for?” asked Dodd in an under-tone. “I 
don’t know," was the reply • “ keep quiet and 3'’Ou’ll see.” 
I’he regular throbs of the dmm continued throughout the 
disti-ibiition of the willoiv sticks, and at its close the 
drummer began to sing a low, musical recitative, which 
increased gradually in volume and energy until it swelled 
into a wild, barbarous chant, timed by the regular beats 
of the heavy drum. A slight commotion followed, the 
front curtains of all the pologs were thrown up, the 
women stationed themselves in detachments of two 01 
three at the entrance of each polog, and took up the 
willow branches which had been provided. In a moment 
a venerable native, whom we presumed to be the father of 
one of the parties, emerged from one of the pologs near 
the door, leading a good-looking jmung Korak and the 
dark -faced bride. Upon their appearance the e.vcilement 
increased tc the pitch of frenzy, the music redoubled 
its rapidity, the men in the centre of the tent joined in 
the uncouth chant, and uttered at short intervals peculiar 
slirill cries of wild excitement. At a given .signal fj-omthe 
native who had led out the couple, the bride darted sud- 
denly into the first polog, and began a rapid flight around 
the tent, raising the curtains between the pologs succes- 
sively, and passing under. The bridegroom instaiUly 
followed in hot pursuit ; hut the women wlio vverc 
stationed in each compartment threw every possible 
impediment in his way^ tripping up his unwary feet, hold- 
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ing down the curtains to prevent his passage, and apply- 
ing the willow and alder switches unmercifully to a very 
susceptible part of his body as he stooped to raise them. 
The air was filled with drum-beats, shouts of encourage- 
ment and derision, and the sound of the heavy blows which 
were administered to the unlucky bridegroom by each 
successive detachment of women as he ran the gantlet. 
It became evident at once that despite his most violent 
efforts he wmiild fail to overtake the flying Atalanta before 
she completed the circuit of the tent. Even the golden 
apples of Hesperides would have availed him little against 
such disheartening odds ; but with undismayed perseve- 
rance he pressed on, stumbling headlong over the out- 
stretched feet of his female persecutors, and getting 
constantly entangled in the ample folds of the reindeer- 
skin curtains, which were thrown wdth the skill of a 
matador over his head and eyes. In a moment the bride 
had entered the last closed polog near the door, while the 
unfortunate bridegroom was still struggling with his 
accumulating misfortunes about half way around the tent. 
I expected to see him relax his efforts and give up the 
contest when the bride disappeared, and was pre- 
paring to protest strongly in'Tiis belialf against the 
unfliirness of the trial ; but, to my surprise, he still strug- 
gled on, and with a final plunge burst through the curtains 
of the last polog and rejoined his bride. The music sud- 
denly ceased, and fire throng began to stream out of the 
tent. The ceremony was evidently over. Turning to 
Meroneff, who with a delighted grin had watched its jaro- 
gress, we inquired what it all meant. “Were they 
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married ? '' — Da’s,” was the affirmative reply. “ But,” 
Ave ohjected, “ he didn’t catch her.” — “ She waited for him, 
your honor, in the last polog, and if he caught her there it 
Avas enough.” — “Suiipose he had wtfif caught her there, 
then Avhat?” — “Then,” ansAvered the Cossack, Avith an 
expressive .shrug of ' commiseration, “ the ‘ Caidnak ’ 
(poor fellow) would have had to work two more years.” 
This AA'as pleasant— for the bridegroom! To work two 
year.s for a Avife, undergo a severe course’^Sf AvilloAv .sprouts 
at the close of his apprenticeship, and then have no 
security against a possible breach of promise on the part 
of the bride. His faith in her constancy must be un- 
limited. The intention of the whole ceremony Avas 
evidently to give the Avoman an opportunity to marry the 
man or not, as she chose, since it was obviously impossi- 
ble for him to catch her under such circumstances, unless 
she voluntarily Avaited for him in one of the pologs. The 
plan shoAved a more chivalrous regard and deference for the 
wishes and preferences of the gentler sex than is common 
in an unreconstructed state of society ; but it seemed to 
me, as an unprejudiced observer, that the same result 
might have been obtained without so much abuse of the 
unfortunate bridegroom ! Some regard ought to have 
been paid to his feelings, if he a man. I could not 
ascertain the significance of tlie chastisement Avhich Avas 
inflicted by tlie Avomen upon the bridegroom AV'ith the 
AvilloAV .sAvitches. Dodd suggested that it might be em- 
blematical of married life- — a sort of foreshadoAving of 
future domestic experience ; but in view of the masculine 
Korak character, this hardly seemed to me probable. 

9 * 
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No woman in her senses would try the experiment a 
second time upon one of the stern, resolute men niiio 
^vitnessed that ceremony, and who seemed to regard it 
then as perfectly proper. Circumstances would undoubt- 
edly alter cases. 

Mr. A. S. Bickmore, in the American Journal of Science 
for May, 1868, notices this curious custom of the Koraks, 
and says that the chastisement is intended to test the 
young man’s “'!S?»ility to bear up against the ills of life ; ” 
but I would respectfully submit that the ills of life do not 
generally come in that shape, and that swdtching a man 
over the back with mllow sprouts is a very singular way 
of preparing him for future misfortunes of any kind. 

Whatever may be the motive, it is certainly an infringe- 
ment upon the generally recognized prerogatives of the 
sterner sex, and should be discountenanced by all Koraks 
who favor masculine supremacy. Before they know it, 
they will have a woman’s suffrage association on their 
hands, and female lecturers will be going about from band 
to band advocating the substitution of hickory clubs and 
slung-shots for the harmless willow switches, and protest- 
ing against the tyranny which will not permit them to in- 
dulge in tliis interesting divei'sion at least three times a 
week. 

After the conclusion of the ceremony we removed to 
an adjacent tent, and were surprised, as we came out into 
the open air, to see three or four Koraks shouting and 
reeling about in an advanced stage of iirtoxication — cele- 
brating, I suppose, the happy event which had j ust ti-ans- 
pired. I knew that there was not a drop of alcoholic 
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liciiior in all Northern Kaintchatka, nor, so hir as I knew, I 

anything from which it could be made, and it was a mvs- 1 

teiy to me how they had succeeded in becoming so sudden- • 

ly, thoroughly, hoiiolessly, undeniably drunk. Even Ross ; 

I Browne’s beloved Washoe, with its “howling wilderness” 5 

saloons, could not have turned out more creditable sj ieci- ; 

mens of intoxicated humanity than those before us. The 
exciting agent, whatever it might be, ivas certainly as 
quick in its operation, and as effective in il*s results, as any 
“tangle-foot” or “bottled lightning” known to modern 
civilization. Upon inquiry we learned to our astonish- 
I' ment that they had been eating a species of the plant vul- 

I' garly known as toadstool. There is a peculiar fungus of 

this class in Siberia, known to the natives as “ muk-a-moor,” 

* and as it possesses active intoxicating properties, it is 

used as a stimulant by nearly all the Siberian tribes. 

'raken in large quantities it is a violent narcotic poison ; 
but in small doses it produces all the effects of alcoholic 
j liquor. Its habitual use, however, completely shatters the 

nervous system, and its sale by Russian traders to the 
natives has consequently been made a penal offence by 
Russian law. In spite of all prohibitions, the trade is 
; i still secretly carried on, and I have seen twenty dollars 

i worth of furs bought with a single fungus. The Koraks 

t : would gather it for themselves, but it requires the shelter 

; of timber for its growth, and is not to be found on the 

; biuTcii steppes over which they wander ; so that they are 

.Mr obliged for the most part to buy it, at enormous prices, 

from the Russian traders. It- may sound strangely to 
American, cars, but the invitation which a convivial Korak 
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extends to his passing friend is not, Come in and liave a 
drink,” but, “Won’t you come in and take a toadstool ? ” 
Not a very alluring proposal perhaps to a civilized toper, 
but one which has a magical effect upon a dissipated 
Korak. As the supply of these toadstools is by no means 
ecpial to the demand, Korak ingenuity has been greatly 
exercised in the endeavor to economize the precious 
stimulant, and make it go as far as possible. Sometimes, 
in the course of human events, it becomes imperatively 
necessary that a whole band shall get drunk together, 
and they have only one toadstool to do it with. For 
a description of the manner in which this band gets 
drunk collectively and individually upon one fungus, and 
keeps drunk for a week, the curious reader is referred to 
Goldsmith’s “Citizen of the World,” Letter 32. It is 
but just to say, however, that this horrible practice is 
almost entirely confined to the settled Koraks of Penz- 
hinsk Gulf— the lowest, most degraded portion of the 
whole tribe. It may prevail to a limited extent among 
the wandering natives, but I never heard of more than 
one such instance outside of the Penzhinsk Gulf settle- 
ments. 

Our travel for the next few days after leaving the third 
encampment was fatiguing and monotonous. The un- 
varying routine of our daily life in smoky Korak tents, 
and the uniform flatness and barrenness of the country 
over which we journeyed, became inexpressibly tiresome, 
and we looked forward in longing anticijration to the 
Russian settlement of Geezhcga, at the head of Geezhe- 
ginsk Gulf, which was the Mecca of our long pilgrimage. 


I’o spend more than a week at one time with the Wander- 
ing Koraks without becoming lonesome or homesick, 
required an almost inexhaustible fertility of mental re- 
source. One is thrown for entertainment entirely upon 
himself. No daily paper, Avitli its fresh material for 
thought and discussion, comes to enliven the long blank 
evenings by the tent fire ; no wars or rumors of wars, no 
coiLp d'htat of state diplomacy, no excitement of political 
canvass over agitates the stagnant intellectual atmosphere 
of Korak existence. Removed to an infinite distance, 
both physically and intellectually^, from all of the interests, 
ambitions, and excitements which make up our world, the 
Korak simply exists, like a human oyster, in the quiet 
waters of his monotonous life. An occasional birth or 
marriage, the sacrifice of a dog, or, on rare occasions, of a 
man to the Korak Ahriman, and the infrequent visits of a 
Russian trader, are the most prominent events in his his- 
tory, from the cradle to the grave. I found it almost im- 
possible sometimes to realize, as I sat by the fire in a 
Korak tent, that I was still in the modern world of rail- 
roads, telegraphs, and daily newspapers, I seemed to 
have been cairied back by' some enchantment through 
the long cycles of time, and made a dweller in the tents 
of Shem and Japheth. Not a suggestion was there in all 
our surroundings of the vaunted enlightenment and civi- 
lization of the nineteenth century, and as we gradually 
accustomed ourselves to the new and strange conditions 
of primitive barbarism, our recollections of a civilized life 
faded into the unreal imagery of a vivid dream. 


CHAPTER XX. 


Our long intercourse with the Wandering ICoraks gave 
us an opportunity of observing many of their peculiaiities, 
which would very likely escape the notice of a transient 
visitor ; and as our journey until we reached the head of 
Peiwdiinsk Gulf was barren of incident, I will close this 
cha]Dter with all the information which I could gather 
relative to the language, religion, superstitions, customs, 
and mode of life of the Kamtchatkan Koraks. 

There can be no doubt whatever that the Koraks and 
the powerful Siberian tribe known as Chookchees (or 
Tchucktchis, according to Vrangell) descended originally 
from the same stock, and migrated together from their 
ancient locations to the places where they now live. 
Even after several centuries of separation, they resemble 
each other so closely that they can hardly be distinguished, 
and their languages differ less one from the other than 
the Portuguese difters from the Spanish. Our Korak 
interpreters found very little difficulty in conversing with 
Chookchees ; and a comparison of vocabularies which we 
afterward made showed only a slight dialectical variation, 
which could be easily accounted for by a few' centuries of 
separation. None of the Siberian languages with wdiich 1 
am acquainted are written, and, lacking a fixed standard 
of reference, they change with great rapidity. This is 
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shown by a comparison of a modern Chookchee vocabu- 
lary with the one compiled by M. de l..esseps in 1 788. 
Many words have altered so materially as to be hardly 
recognizable. Othens, on the contrary, such as “ tin tin,” 
ice, “oottoot,” w'ood, “weefigay,” no, “ay,” yes, and 
most of the numerals up to ten, have undergone no cliange 
whatever. Both Koraks and Chookchees count by fives 
instead of tens, a peculiarity which is also noticeable in the 
language of the Co-Yukons in Alaska. The Korak numer- 
als are : — 


Innin, 

One. 

Nee-akdi, 

Two. 

Nee-6k°h, 

Three. 

Nee-dkdi, 

Four. 

Mll-li-geii, 

Five. 

In-nin mil-li-gen, 

Five-one. 

Ne 4 -ak®h “ 

Five-two. 

Nee-okli » 

Five-three. 

Nee-akh “ 

Five-four. 


Meen-ye-geet-k°hin, Ten. 

After ten they count ten-one, ten-two, etc., up to fifteen, 
and then ten-five-one ; but their numerals become so hope- 
lessly complicated when they get above twenty, that it 
would be easier to carry a pocketful of stones and count 
with them, than to pronounce the corresponding words. 

B'ifty-six, for instance, is “ Nee-akh-klileep-kin-meen-ye- 
geet-kliin-par-ol-in-nm-niil-li-ge.u,” and it is only fift3'--six 
after it is all pronounced ! It ought to be at least two 
hundred and sixty-three millions nine hundred and four- 
teen thousand '?«ven hundred and one — and then it would 



2 o 8 tent life in SIBERIA. 


be long. But the Koraks rarely have occasion to use 
high numbers ; and when they do, they have an abundance 
of time. It would be a hard day’s work for a boy to 
explain in Korak one of the miscellaneous problems in 
Ray’ s Higher Arithmetic. To say 324X5260=1, 704, 2 40 
would certainly entitle him to a recess of an hour and a 
reward of merit. We were never able to trace any re- 
semblance whatever between the Koraki-Chookchee lan- 
guage and the languages spoken by the natives on the 
eastern side of Behring's Straits. If there be any resem- 
blance, it must be in grammar rather than in vocabulary. 

The religion of all the natives of Northeastern Siberia, 
wandering and settled, including six or seven widely dif- 
ferent tribes, is that corrupted form of Buddhism known 
as “ Shamanism.” It is a religion which varies consider- 
ably in different places and among different people ; but 
with the Koraks and Chookchees it may be briefly defined 
as the worship of the evil spirits who are supposed to be 
embodied in all the mysterious powers and manifestations 
of Nature, such as epidemic and contagious diseases, 
severe storms, famines, eclipses, and brilliant Auroras. 
It takes its name from the “ Shamans ” or priests, who act 
as interpreters of the evil spirits’ wishes and as mediators 
between them and man. All unnatural phenomena, and 
especially those of a disastrous and terrible nature, are 
attributed to the direct action of these evil spirits, and are 
considered as plain manifestations of their displeasure. 
It is claimed by many that the whole^ system of Shaman- 
ism ” is a gigantic imposture practised by a few cunning 
irriests upon the easy credulity of superstitious natives. 


This I am sure is a prejudiced view. No one who has 
ever lived rvith the Siberian natives, studied their character, 
subjected himself to the same influences that surround 
them, and put himself as far as possible in their places, 
will ever doulat the sincerity of either priests or followers, 
or wonder that the worship of evil spirits should be their 
only religion. It is the only religion possible for such 
men in such circumstances. A recent writer * of great 
fairness and impartiality has described so admirably the 
character of the .Siberian Koraks, and the origin and nature 
of their religious belief, that I cannot do better than quote 
his words : — 

“ Terror is everywhere the beginning of religion. The 
phenomena which impress themselves most forcibly on 
the mind of the savage are not those which enter mani- 
festly into the sequence of natural laws, and which are 
productive of most beneficial effects ; but those which are 
disastrous and apparently abnormal. Gratitude is less 
vivid than fear, and the smallest infraction of a natural 
law produces a deeper impression than the most sublime 
of its ordinary operations. When, therefore, the most 
startling and terrible aspects of Nature are presented to 
his mind — ^ivhen the more deadly forms of disease or na- 
tural convulsion desolate his land, the savage derives from 
them an intensely realized perception of diabolical pres- 
ence. In the darkness of the night ; amid the yawning 
chasms and the rvild echoes of the mountain gorge ; under 
the blaze of the comet or the solemn gloom of the eclipse ; 

* W. E. H. Ixcky. Iftsi. of Rationalism in Eiirope. 
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when famine has blasted the land ; when the earthquake 
and the pestilence have slaughtered their thousands ; in 
every form of disease which refracts and distorts the rea- 
son, in all that is strange, portentous, and deadl}', he feels 
and cowers before the supernatural. Completely exposed 
to all the influences of Nature, and completely ignorant of 
the chain of sequence that unites its various parts, he 
lives in continual dread of what he deems the direct and 
isolated acts of evil spirits. Feeling them continually 
near him, he will naturally endeavor to enter into commu- 
nion with them. He will strive to propitiate them with 
gifts. If some great calamity has fallen upon him, or if 
some vengeful passion has mastered his reason, he will at- 
tempt to invest himself with their authority, and his excited 
imagination will soon persuade him that he has succeeded 
in his desire.” 

These pregnant words are the key to the religion of the 
Siberian natives, and afford the only intelligible explana- 
tion of the origin of “Shamans.” If any proof were 
needed that this system of religion is the natural out- 
growth of human natiu'e in certain conditions of barbarism, 
it would be furnished by the universal prevalence of 
SJiamanism in Northeastern Siberia among so many diverse 
tribes of different character and different origin. The tribe 
of Tungoos, for instance, is certainly of Chinese descent, 
and the tribe of Yakoots is certainly Turkish. Both came 
from different regions, bringing different beliefs, super.sti- 
tions, and modes of thought ; but, when both were removed 
from all disturbing agencies and subjected to the same ex- 
ternal influences, both developed precisely the same system 
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of religious belief. If a band of ignorant, liarbarous Mahom- 
etans were transported to Northeastern Siberia, and com- 
pelled to live alone in tents, century after century, amid the 
wild, gloomy scenery of the Stanavoi Mountains, to suffer 
terrific storms whose causes they could not explain, to 
lose their reindeer suddenly by an epidemic disease which 
defied human remedies, to be frightened by magnific.ent 
Auroras that set the ivhole universe in a blaze, and de- 
cimated by pestilences whose nature they could not under- 
stand and whose disastrous effects they were powerless to 
avert — they ivould almost inevitably lose by degrees their 
faith in Allah and Mahomet, and become precisely such 
Shainanists as the Siberian Korahs and Cbookcliees are 
to-day. Even a whole century of partial civilization and 
Christian training cannot wholly counteract the irresistible 
Shamanistic inlluence which is exerted ui)on the mind by 
the wilder, more terrible manifestations of Nature in these 
lonely and inhospitable regions. The Kamtchadals ivho 
accompanied me to the Samanka Mountains ivere the sons 
of Christian parents, and had been brought up from in- 
fancy in the Greek Church ; they were firm believers in 
the Divine atonement and in Divine Providence, and 
prayed always night and morning for safety and preserva- 
tion ; yet, ^Yhen overtaken by a storm in that gloomy 
range of mountains, the sense of the supernatural overcame 
their religious convictions, God seemed far away while evil 
spirits were near and active, and they sacrificed a dog, like 
very pagans, to propitiate the diabolical wrath of wiiich 
the storm was an evidence. I could cite many similar 
instances, where the strongest and apparently most sincere 
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convictions of the reality of Divine government anti super- 
intendence have been overcome by the influence upon the 
imagination of some startling and unusual phenomenon of 
Nature. Man’s actions are governed not so much by 
what he intellectually believes as by what he vividly re- 
alizes ; and it is this vivid realization of diabolical presence 
which has given rise to the religion of Shamanism. 

The duties of the Shamans or priests among the Koraks 
are, to make incantations over the sick, to hold communi- 
cation with the evil spirits, and to interpret their washes 
and decrees to man. Whenever any calamity, such as 
disease, storm, or famine comes upon a band, it is of 
course attributed to some spirit’s disi^Ieasure, and the Sha- 
man is consulted as to the best method of appeasing his 
wrath. The priest to rvhom application is made assembles 
the i>eople in one of the largest tents of the encampment, 
puts on a long robe marked with fantastic figures of birds 
and boasts and curious hieroglyphic emblems, unbinds his 
long black hair, and taking up a large native drum, begins 
to sing in a subdued voice to the accompaniment of .slow, 
steady drum-beats. As the song progresses it increases 
in energy and rapidity, the priest’s eyes seem to become 
fixed, he contorts his body as if in spasms, and increases 
the vehemence of his wild chant until the drum-beats 
make one continuous roll. Then, sjrringing to his feet and 
jerking his head convulsively until his long hair fairly 
snai'is, he begins a frantic dance about the tent, and finally 
sinks apparently exhausted into his scat. In a few mo- 
ments he delivers to the awe-stricken natives the message 
\vhich he has received from the evil spirits, and which 
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consists generally of an order to sacrifice a certain num- 
ber of dogs or reindeer, or perhaps a man, to the offended 
deities. 

Ill these wild incantations the priests sometimes prac- 
tise all sorts of frauds upon their credulous followers, by 
pretending to swallow live coals and to iiierce their bodies 
with knives; but, in a majority of instances, the Shamrm 
seems to actually believe that he is under the control and 
guidance of diabolical intelligence. The natives them- 
selves, however, seem to doubt occasionally the priest’s 
pretended insiiiration, and -whip him severely to test the 
sincerity of his professions and the genuineness of his 
revelations. If his fortitude sustains him under the in- 
fliction without any exhibition of human weakness or 
suffering, his authority as a minister of the evil spirits is 
vindicated, and his commands obeyed. Aside from the 
sacrifices which are ordered by the Shamans, the Koraks 
offer general oblations at least tivice a year, to insure 
a good catch of fish and seal and a prosperous season. 
We frequently saw twenty or thirty dogs suspended by 
the hind legs on long poles over a single encampment. 
Quantities of green grass are collected during the summer 
and twisted into wTeaths, to be hung around the necks of 
the slaughtered animals ; and offering.s of tobacco are 
always thrown to the evil spirits when the Koraks cross 
the summit of a mountain. The bodies of the dead, 
among all the wandering tribes, are burned, together with 
all their effects, in the hope of a final resurrection of both 
spirit and matter ; and the sick, as soon as their recoveiy 
becomes hopeless, are eitlier stoned to death or speared. 
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We found it to be true, as we had been told by the Rus- 
sians and the ICamtchadals, that the Koraks murdered all 
their old people as soon as sickness or the infirmities of 
age unfitted them for the hardships of a nomadic life. 
Long ex})erience has given them a terrible familiarity 
with the best and quickest methods of taking life ; and 
they often explained to us with the most sickening 
minuteness, as Ave sat at night in their smoky pologs, the 
difterent ways in which a man could be killed, and pointed 
out the vital parts of the body where a spear or knife 
thrust would prove most instantly fatal. I thought of 
De Quincey’s celebrated Essay upon “Murder Considered 
as one of the Irine Arts,” and of the field which a Korak 
encampment would aftbrd to his “ Society of Connoisseurs 
in Murder.” All Koraks ai'e taught to look upon such 
a death as the natural end of their existence, and they 
meet it generally Avith perfect composure. Instances are 
rare Avhere a man desires to outlive the period of his 
physical activity and usefulness. They are put to death 
in the ijresence of the Avhole band, Avitli elaborate but un- 
intelligible ceremonies ; their bodies are then burned, and 
the ashes suffered to be scattered and blown aAvay by the 
wind. 

These customs of murdering the old and sick, and 
burning the bodies of the dead, giw naturally out of the 
Avandering life Avhich the Koraks have adopted, and are 
only illustrations of the powerful influence Avhich physical 
laws exert everywhere upon the actions and moral feel- 
ings of men. They both follow logically and almost 
inevitably from the very nature of the country and cli- 
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mate. The barrenness of the soil in Northeastern Siberia, 
and the severity of the long winter, led man to domesticate 
the reindeer as the only means of obtaining a sub.sistence ; 
the domestication of the reindeer necessitated a wander- 
ing life ; a wandering life made sickness and infirmity 
unusually burdensome to both sufferers and suiiporters’; 
and this finally led to the murder of the old and sick, as a 
measure both of policy and mercy. The same cause.s 
gave rise to the custom of burning the dead. Their 
nomadic life made it impos.sible for them to have any one 
place of common sepulture, and only with the greatest 
difficulty could they dig graves at all in the perpetually 
frozen ground. Bodies could not be left to be tom by 
wolves, and burning them was the only practicable alter- 
native. Neither of these customs presupposes any original 
and innate savageness or barbarity on the part of the Ko- 
raks themselves, d'hey are tlie natural development of 
certain circumstances, and only prove that the strongest 
emotions of human nature, such as filial reverence, fra- 
ternal affection, selfish love of life, and respect for the 
remains of friends, all are powerIe.ss to oppose the opera- 
tion^of great natural laws. The Russian Churcli is en- 
deavoring by missionary enterjmise to convert all the 
Sffierian tribes to Christianity ; and although they have met 
with a certain degree of ap]-)arent success among the settled 
tribes of Yookiigaree, Chooiincee, and Kamtchadalle, the 
wandering natives still cling to Shamanism, and there are 
more than 70,000 followers of that religion in the scanty 
population of Northeastern Siberia. Any permanent and 
genuine conversion of the Wandering Koraks and Chook- 
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checs must be preceded by some educational enlighten- 
ment and an entire change in their mode of life. 

Among the many superstitions of the Wandering ,Ko- 
raks and Chookchees, one of the most noticeable is their 
reluctance to part Avith a living reindeer. You may pur- 
chase as many dead deer as you choose, up to five hun- 
dred, for about seventy cents apiece ; but a living deer , 
tliey will not give to you for love nor money. You may 
oifer them what they consider a fortune in tobacco, cop- 
per kettles, beads, and scarlet cloth, for a single live rein- 
deer, but they Avill persistently refuse to sell him ; yet, if 
you will allow them to kill the very same animal, you can 
have his carcass for one small string of common glass 
beads. It is useless to argue with them about this absurd 
superstition. You can get no reason for it or explanation 
of it, except that ‘‘to sell a live I'ein deer would be ‘ at- 
kin ’ — ^bad.” As it was very necessary in the construction 
of our proposed telegraph line to have trained reindeer 
of our own, we offered every conceivable inducement to 
the Koraks to part Avith one single deer ; but all our 
efforts Avere in vain. They could sell us a hundred dead 
deer for a hundred pounds of tobacco; but five hundred 
pounds would not tempt them to jDart Avith a single ani- 
mal as long as the breath of life was in his body. During 
the t\Am years and a half Avhich Ave spent in Siberia, no 
one of our parties, so far as I knoAA^ ever succeeded in 
buying from the Koraks or Chookchees a single living 
reindeer. All the deer AAriiich Ave eventually owned — 
some eight hundred — we obtained from the Wandering 
Tungoos, 
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The Koraks are probably the weathiest deer-owners in 
Siberia, and consequently in the world. Many of the 
herds which we saw in Northern Kamtchatka numbered 
from eight to twelve thousand ; and we were told that a 
certain rich Ivorak, who lived in the middle of the great 
‘‘ Toondra," had three immense herds in different places, 
numbering in the aggregate thirty thousand head. The 
care of these great herds is almost the only occupation of 
the Koraks’ lives. They are obliged to travel constantly 
from place to place to find them food, and to watch them 
night and day to protect them from -wolves. Every day, 
eight or ten Koraks, aimed with spears and knives, leave 
the encampment just before dark, walk a mile or two to 
the place where the deer happen to be pastured, build 
themselves little huts of trailing pine branches, about three 
feet in height and two in diameter, and squat in them 
throughout the long, cold hours of an arctic night, watching 
for wolves. The worse the weather is, the greater the 
necessity for vigilance. Sometimes, in the middle of a 
dark winter’s night, when a terrible northeast storm is 
howling across the steppe in clouds of flying snow, a 
baud of wolves will make a fierce, sudden attack upon a 
herd of deer, and scatter it to the four winds. This it is 
tlie business of the Kbrak sentinels to prevent Alone 
and almost unsheltered on a great ocean of snow, each 
man squats down in his frail bee-hive of a hut, and 
spends the long winter nights in watching the magni- 
ficent Auroras, which seem to fill the blue vault of heaven 
with blood and dye the eartii in crimson, listening to the 
pulsating of the blood in his ears and the faint distant 
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howls of his enemies the wolves. Patiently he endures 
cold which freezes mercury into solid luiniis, and storms 
which sweep away his frail shelter like chalf in a mist of 
Hying snow. Nothing discourages him ; nothing frightens 
him into seeking the shelter of the tents. I have seen 
him watching deer at night, with nose and cheeks frozen 
so that they liad mortified and turned black ; and have 
come upon him early cold winter mornings, squatting 
under three or four bushes, with his face buried in his fur 
coat, as if he were dead. I could never pass one of those 
little bush-huts on a great desolate “ toondra” without 
thinking of the man who had once sipiatted in it alone, 
and trying to imagine what had been his thoughts while 
w^atching through long dreary nights for the first faint 
flush of dawn. Plad he never wondered, as the fiery arms 
of the Aurora waved over his head, what caused these 
mysterious streamers ? Had the solemn far-away stars 
■which circled ceaselessly above tlge snowy plain never 
suggested to him the possibility of other brighter, happier 
worlds than this ? liad not some 

“ — revealtngs faint and fai-, 

Stealing clown frem moon and star, 

Kindled in that human clod 
Thought of Destiny and God ? ’^ 

Alas for poor unaided human nature ! Supernatural 
influences he could and did feel ; but the drum and wild 
shrieks of the Shaman showed how utterly he failed to un- 
derstand their nature and teachings. 
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I'he natural disposition of the Wandering Koraks is 
tlioronghly good. They treat their women and children 
xvith great kindnessj and during all my intercourse with 
them, extending over two years, T never saw a woman or 
a child struck. Their honesty is remarkable. Fiequcntly 
they would harness up a team of reindeer after we had 
left their tents in the morning, and overtake us at a dis- 
tance of five or ten miles, xvith a knife, a pipe, or some 
such trife which w'e had overlooked and forgotten in the 
hurry of departure. Our sledges, loaded with tobacco, 
beads, and trading goods of all kinds, were left unguarded 
outside their tents; but never, so far as we knew, was a 
single article stolen. We were treated by many bands with 
as much kindness and generons hospitality as l ever ex- 
perienced in a civilized country and among Christian 
people ; and if I had no money or friends, I would appeal 
to a band of Wandering Koraks for help with much more 
confidence than I would ask the same favor of many an 
American family. Cruel and barbarous they may be, ac-: 
cording to our ideas of cruelty and barbarity; but they have 
never been known to commit an act of treachery, and 
I would trust my life as unreservedly in. tlieir hands as I 
would in the hands of any other uncivilized people whom 
I have ever known. 

Night after night, as we journeyed to the northward, the 
polar star approached nearer and nearer to<,the zenith, 
until finally, at the .sixty-second parallel of latitude, we 
caught sight of the xvhite peaks of theStanavoi Mountains, 
at the head of Penzhinsk Gulf, which marked the north- 
ern boundary of Kamtcbatka. Under the shelter of their 
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snowy slopes we camj)ed for the last time in the smoky 
tents of the Kanitchatkan Koralcs, ate for the last time 
from their wooden troughs, and bade good-by with little 
regret to the desolate steppes of the peninsula and to tent- 
life with its wandering people. 


CHAPTER XXL 


On the morning of November 23dj in a clear, bracing 
atmosphere of twenty-five degrees below zero, we arrived 
at the mouth of the large river called the Penzhina, which 
empties into Penzhinsk Gulf, at the head of the Okhotsk 
Sea. A dense cloud of frozen mist, which hung over the 
middle of the gulf, showed the presence there of open 
water j but the mouth of the river was completely choked 
up with great hummocks, rugged green slabs, and con- 
fused masses of ice, hurled in by a southwest storm, and 
frozen together in the wildest shapes of angular disorder. 
Through the gray mist we could see dimly, on a high 
bluff opposite, the strange outlines of the X-shaped yourts 
of the Kamenoi ICoraks. 

Leaving our drivers to get the reindeer and sledges 
across as best they could, the Major, Dodd, and I started 
on foot, picking our way between huge irregular blocks 
of clear green ice, climbing on hands and knees over 
enormous bergs, falling into w'ide, deep crevices, and 
stumbling painfully across the cheimux-de-frise of sharp 
splintered fragments into which the ice had been broken 
by a heavy sea. We had almost reached the other side, 
when Dodd suddenly cried out, '•''Oh, Kennan ! Your 
nose is all white ; rub it with snow— quick ! ” I have not 
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the slightest doubt that the rest of niy face also turned 
white at this alarming announcement ; for the loss of my 
nose at the very outset of my Arctic career would be a 
very serious misfortune. I caught up a handful of snow, 
however, mixed with sharp splinters of ice, and rubbed 
the insensible member until there was not a particle of 
skin left on the end of it, and then continued tlie friction 
with my mitten until my arm ached. If energetic treat- 
ment would save it, I was determined not to lose it that 
time. Feeling at last a painful thrill of returning circulation, 
I relaxed my efforts, and climbed up the steep bluff behind 
Dodd and the Major, to the Korak village of Ivainenoi. 

The settlement resembled as much as anything a col- 
lection of Titanic wooden hour-glasses, which had been 
half shaken down and reduced to a state of rickety 
dilapidation by an earthquake. The houses — if houses 
they could be called — were about twenty feet in height, 
rudely constructed of drift-wood which had been thrown 
up by the sea, and could be compared in shape to nothing 
but hour-glasses. They had no doors or windows of any 
kind, and could only be entered by climbing up a pole on 
the outside, and sliding clown another pole through the 
chimney — a mode of entrance whose practicability de- 
jicnded entirely upon the activity and intensity of the 
fire which burned iindenicath. The .smoke and sparks, 
although sufficiently disagreeable, were trifles of conqiara- 
tive insignificance. I remember being told, in early 
infancy, that Santa Claus always came into a house 
through the chimney ; and although I accepted the state- 
ment with the unreasoning faith of childhood, I could 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 



never iinclorstancl how that singular feat of climbing clown 
a chimney could be safely accomplished. To satisfy my- 
self, 1 felt a. strong inclination, every Christmas, to try 
the experiment, and was only prevented from doing so 
by the consideration of stove-pipes. 1 might succeed, 1 
thought, in getting down the chimney; but coming out 
into a room through an eight-inch stoc'c-pipe and a nar- 
row stove-door was utterly out of the cpiestion, hly first 
entrance into a Korak yourt, however, at Kamenoi, 
solved all my childish difficulties, and proved the possi- 
bility of entering a house in the eccentric ivay which 
Santa Claus is supposed to adopt, A large crowd of 
savage-looking fur-clad natives had gathered around us 
wlien we entered the village, and now stared at us with 
stupid curio.sity as we made our first attem]>t at climbing 
a pole to get into a house. Out of deference for the 
Major’s rank and superior attainments, we permitted him 
to go first. He succeeded very well in getting up the 
first pole, and lowered himself ivith sublime fiiith into the 
dark narrow chimney-hole, out of which were pouring 
clouds of smoke ; but at this critical moment, when his 
head was still dimly visible in the smoke, and his body 
out of sight in the chimney, he suddenly came to grief.' 
The holes in the log down w'hich he was climbing were 
too small to admit even his toes, covered as they were 
with heavy fur boots ; and there he hung in the chimney, 
afraid to drop and unable to climb out — a melancholy 
picture of distress. Team ran out of his closed eyes as 
the smoke envelo]ied his head, and he only coughed and 
strangled whenever he tried to shout for help. At last a 
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native on the inside, startled at the appearance of his 
struggling body, came to his assistance, and succeeded in 
lowering him safely to the ground. Profiting by his ex- 
perience, Dodd and I paid no attention to the holes, but 
putting our arms around the smooth log, slid swittly down 
until we struck bottom. As I opened my tearful eyes, I 
was saluted by a chorus of drawling “Zda-ro'-o-o-va’s” 
from half a dozen skinny, greasy old women, who sat 
cross-legged on a raised platform around the fire, sewing 
fur clothes. 

The interior of a Korak yourt — that is, of one of the 
wooden yourts of the settled Korak s — presents a strange 
and not very inviting appearance to one who has never 
become accustomed by long habit to its dirt, smoke, and 
frigid atmosphere. It receives its only light, and that of 
a cheerless, gloomy character, through the round hole, 
about twenty feet above the floor, Avhich serves as win- 
dow, door, and chimney, and which is reached by a round 
log with holes in it, that stands perpendicularly in the 
centre. The beams, rafters, and logs which compose the 
yourt are all of a glossy blackness, from the smoke in 
which they are constantly enveloped. A wooden plat- 
form, raised about a foot from the earth, extends out 
from the walls on three sides to a width of six feet, leav- 
ing an open spot eight or ten feet in diameter in the cen- 
tre for the fire and a huge copper kettle of melting snow. 
On the platform are pitched three or four square skin 
pologs, which serve as sleeping apartments for the inmates 
and as refuges from the smoke, which sometimes becomes 
almost unendurable. A little circle of flat stones on the 
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ground, in the centre of the yourt, forms the fire-place, 
over which is usually simmering a kettle of fish or rein- 
deer-meat, which, with dried salmon, seal's blubber, and 
rancid oil, makes up the Korak bill of fare. Everything 
which you see or touch bears the distinguishing marks of 
Korak origin— grease and smoke. Whenever any one 
enters the 3murt, you are apprised of the fact by a total 
eclipse of the chimney-hole and a sudden darkness, and 
as you look up through a mist of reindeer hairs, scraped 
off from the coming man’s fur coat, you see a thin pair 
of legs descending the pole in a cloud of smoke, llie 
legs of your acquaintances you soon learn to recognize 
by some peculiarity of shape and covering; and their 
faces, considered as means of personal identification, 
assume a secondary importance. If you see Ivan’s legs 
coming down the chimney, you feel a moral certainty 
that Ivan’s head is somewhere above in the smoke; and 
Nicolai’s boots, appearing in bold relief against the sky 
through the entrance hole, afford as satisfactory proof of 
Nicolai’s identity as his head would, provided that part 
of his body came in first. Legs, therefore, are the most 
expressive features of a Korak’ s countenance, when con- 
sidered from an interior standpoint. When snow drifts 
up against the yourt, so as to give the dogs access to the 
chimney, they take a perfect delight in lying around the 
hole, peering down into the yourt, and snuffing the odors 
of boiling fish which rise from the huge kettle underneath. 
Not unfrequently they get into a grand comprehensive 
free fight for the best place of observation ; and just as 
you arc about to take your dinner of boiled salmon off 
10* 
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the fire, down comes a struggling, yel]hng clog into the 
kettle, while his triumphant antagonist looks down through 
the chimney-hole with all the complacency of gratilied 
vengeance upon his unfortunate victim. A Korak takes 
the half-scalded dog by the back of the neck, carries him 
up the chimney, pitches him over the edge of the yourt 
into a snow-drift, and returns with unruffled serenity to 
eat the fish-soup which has thus been irregularly flavored 
with dog and thickened with hairs. Hairs, and especially 
reindeer’s hairs, are among the indispensable ingredients 
of everything cooked in a Korak yourt, and we soon 
came to regard them with perfect indifference. No mat- 
ter what precautions we might take, they were sure to find 
their way into our tea and soup, and stick persistently to 
our fried meat. Some one was constantly going out or 
coming in over the fire, and the reindeer-skin coats scrap- 
ing back and forth through the chimney-hole shed a per- 
fect cloud of short gray hairs, which sifted down over 
and into everytliing of an eatable nature underneath. 
Our first meal in a Korak yourt, therefore, at Kamenoi, 
was not at all satisfactory. 

We had not been hventy minutes in the settlement before 
the yourt which we occupied was completely crowded with 
stolid, brutal-looking men, dressed in spotted deer-skin 
clothes, wearing strings of colored beads in their ears, and 
carrying heavy knives two feet in length in sheaths tied 
around their legs. They were evidently a different class of 
natives from any we had yet seen, and their savage animal 
faces did not inspire us Avith much confidence. A good- 
looking Russian, however, soon made his appearance, and 





TENT ITFE IN SIBERIA. 


coming up to us with uncovered head, bowed and intro- 
duced himself as a Cossack from Geczhega, sent to meet 
us by the Russian, Governor at that place. I'he courier 
who had preceded us from Lesnoi had reached Geezhega 
ten days before us, and the Governor had des])atched a Cos- 
sack at once to meet us at Kamenoi, and conduct us through 
the settled Korak villages around the head of Penzhinsk 
Gulf. The Cossack soon cleared the yourt of natives, 
and the Major proceeded to question him about the char- 
acter of the country north and west of Geezhega, the dis- 
tance from Kamenoi to the Russian outpost of Anad}Tsk, 
the facilities for winter travel, and the time necessary for 
the journey. Fearful for the safety of the party of men 
which he presumed to have been landed by the engineer- 
in-chief at the mouth of the Anadyr River, Major Abaza 
had intended to go directly from Kamenoi to Anadyr.sk 
himself in search of them, and to send Dodd and me 
westward along the coast of the Okhotsk Sea to meet 
Mahood and Bush. The Cossack, however, told us that 
a party of men from the Anadyr River had arrived at 
Geezhega on dog-sledges just previous to his departure, 
and that they had brought no news of any Americans in 
the vicinity of Anadyrsk or on the river. Col. Bulkier, 
the chief-engineer of the enterprise, had promised us, 
when we sailed from San Francisco, that he would land a 
party of men with a whaleboat at or near the mouth of 
the Anadyr River, early enough in the season so that they 
could ascend the river to the settlement of Anadyrsk and 
open communication with us by the first winter road- 
This he had evidently failed to do ; for, if a party had been 
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SO landed, the Anadyrsk people would certainly have heard 
something about it. 'Fhe unfavorable nature of the coun- 
try around Behring’s Straits, or the lateness of the season 
when the company’s vessels reached that point, Iiad 
probably compelled the abandonment of this part of tlie 
original plan. Major Abaza had always disapproved the 
idea of leaving a party near Behxing’s Straits ; but lie could 
not help feeling a little disappointment when he found 
that no such party had been landed, and that he was left 
with only four men to explore the eighteen hundred 
miles of country between the straits and the Amoor River. 
The Cossack said that no difficulty would be experienced 
in getting dog-sledges and men at Geezliega to explore 
any part of the country west or north of that place, and 
that the Russian Governor would give us every possible 
assistance. 

Under these circumstances there was nothing to be 
done but to push on to Geezhega, which could be reached, 
the Cossack said, in two or three days. The Kamenoi 
Koraks were ordered to provide a dozen dog-sledges at 
once, to carry us on to the next settlement of Shestakova ; 
and the whole village was soon engaged, under the Cos- 
sack’s superintendence, in transferring our baggage and 
provisions from the deer-sledges of the Wandering Koraks 
to the long, narrow dog-sledges of their settled relations. 
Our old drivers were then paid off in tobacco, beads, and 
showy calico prints, and after a good deal of quarreling 
and disputing about loads between the Koraks and our 
new Cossack Kerrillof, everything was reported ready. 
Although it was now almost noon, the air was still keen 
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as a knife ; and, , muffling up our faces and heads in great 
tippets, we took seats on our respective sledges, and the 
fierce Klamenoi dogs went careering out of the village 
and doAvn the bluff in a perfect cloud of snow, raised by 
the spiked “ oerstels ” of their drivers. 

The Major, Dodd, and I ■were travelling in covered 
sledges, known to the Siberians as “ pavoskas,” and the 
reckless driving of the ICamenoi Koraks made us wisli, in 
less than an hour, that we had taken some other means 
of conveyance, from which we could escape more readily 
in case of accident or overturn. As it was, we were so 
boxed up that we could hardly move without assistance. 
Our pavoskas resembled very much long narrow coffins, 
covered with seal-skin and mounted on runners, and 
roofed over at the head by a stiff hood just large enough 
to sit up in, A heavy curtain was fastened to the edge 
of this top or hood, and in bad weather it could be pulled 
down and buttoned so as to exclude the air and flying 
snow. When we were seated in these sledges our legs 
were thrust down into the long coffin-shaped boxes upon 
which the drivers sat, and our heads and shoulders shel- 
tered by the seal-skin hoods. Imagine an eight-foot cof- 
fin mounted on runners, and a man sitting up in it with a 
bushel basket over his head, and you will have a very 
correct idea of a Siberian' pavoska. Our legs were im- 
movably fixed in boxes, and our bodies so wedged in with 
pillotvs and heavy furs that we could neither get out nor 
turn over. In this helpless condition ive rvere completely 
at our drivers’ mercy ; if tliey chose to let us slide over 
the edge of a precipice in the mountains, all "we could do 
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was to shut our eyes and trust in Providence. Seven 
times in less than three hours my Kamenoi drivei-, v'ith 
the assistance of fourteen crazy dogs and a spiked stick, 
turned my pavoska exactly bottom side up, dragged it in 
that position until the hood was full of snow, and then 
left me standing on my head, with my legs in a box and 
my face in a snow-drift, while he took a smoke and cahuly 
meditated upon the, difficulties of mountain travel and the 
versatility of dog-sledges ! It was enough to make Job 
curse his grandmother I I threatened him with a revolver, 
and swore indignantly by all the evil spirits in the Ivorak 
theogony, that if he upset me in that way again I would 
kill him without benefit of clergy, and carry mourning 
and lamentation to the houses of all his relatives. But it 
was of no use. Pie didn’t know enough to be afraid of a 
pistol, and couldn’t understand my murderous threats. 
He only just squatted down upon his heels on the snow, 
puffed his cheeks out with smoke, and stared at me in 
stupid amazement, as if I had been some singular species 
of wild animal, which exhibited a strange propensity to 
jabber and gesticulate in the most ridiculous manner 
without any apparent cause. Then, whenever he wanted 
to ice his sledge runners, which was as often as three 
times an hour, he coolly capsized the pavoska, prpoped it 
with his spiked stick, and I stood on my head Avhile 
rubbed the ninners down with water and a piece of 
This finally drove me to desperation, and I 
succeeded, after a prolonged struggle, in getting out of 
my coffin-shaped box, and seated myself wdth indignant 
feelings and murderous inclinations by the side of my im- 
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perturbable driver. Here my unprotected nose began to 
freeze again, and my time, Until we reached Shestakova, 
was about equally divided between nibbing that trouble 
some feature widi one hand, holding on with the other, 
and jacking myself up out of snow-drifts with both. 

The only satisfaction which I had ivas in seeing the 
state of aggravation to which the Major was reduced by 
the stupidit)'- and ugliness of his driver. Whenever he 
wanted to go oh, the driver insisted upon stojiping to take 
a smoke j when he wanted to smoke, the driver capsized 
him skilfully into a snow-drift; when he wanted to walk 
down a particularly steep hill, the driver shouted to his 
dogs and carried him to the bottom like an avalanche, at 
the imminent peril of his life ; when he desired to sleep, 
the driver intimated by impudent gestures that he had 
better get out and ivalk up the side of a mountain ; until, 
finally, the IVIajor called Kerrillof and made him tell the 
Korak distinctly and emphatically, that if he did not olrey 
orders and show a better disposition, he would be lashed 
on his sledge, carried to Geezhega, and turned over to 
the Russian Governor for punishment He paid some 
attention to this ; but all our drivers exhibited an insolent 
rudeness which ive had never before met with in Siberia, 
and which was very provoking. -The Major declared that 
when onr line should be in process of construction and 
he should have force enough to do it, he would teach 
the Kamenoi Koraks a le.sson that they would not soon 
forget 

We travelled all the afternoon over a broken country, 
perfectly destitute of vegetation, -which lay between a range 
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of bare white mountains and the sea, and just jrefore dark 
leached the settlement of Shestakova, which was situated 
on the coast, at the mouth of a small wooded stream. 
Stopping here only a few moments to rest our dogs, ^vo 
imshed on to another Korak village called Meekina, ten miles 
forther west, where we finally stopped for the night, 
Meekina was only a copy of Kamenoi on^’a smaller 
scale. It had the same hour-glass houses, the same coni- 
cal “bologans" elevated on stilts, and the same large 
skeletons of jeal-skin “baideras” or ocean canoes were 
ranged iii a rdw on the beach. We climbed up the best- 
lookmgyourt in the village-over which hung a dead di.s- 
embowelled dog, with a wreath of green grass around his 
neck— and slid down the chimney into a miserable room 
filled to suffocation with blue smoke, lighted only by a 
small fire on the earthen floor, and redolent of decayed 
fish and rancid oil. Vushine soon had a tea-kettle over the 
fire, and in twenty minutes we were seated like cross-leg- 
ged Turks on the raised platform at one end of the yourt 
munching hard bread and drinking tea, while about twenty 
ugly, savage-looking men squatted in a circle around us 
and watched our motions. The settled Koraks of Pen- 
Jdiinsk Gulf are unquestionably the worst, ugliest, most 
biutaland degraded natives in all Northeastern Siberia. 

I h ey do not number more than three or four hundred 
and live in five difterent settlements along the sea-coast • 
but they made us more trouble than all the other inhabi- 
tants of Siberia and Kamtchatka together. They led 
orignnally, a wandering life like the other Koraks ; but. losin- 
their deer by some misfortune or disease, they built then” 
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selves houses of drift-wood on the sea-coast, settled down, 
and now gain a scanty subsistence by fishing, catcliing 
seals, and hunting for carcasses of whales which have been 
killed by American whaling vessels, stripped of blubber, 
and then cast ashore by the sea. They are cruel and 
brutal in disposition, insolent to everybody, revengeful, 
dishonest, and untruthful. Everything which the Wander- 
ing Koraks are, they are not. The reasons for the great 
difference between the settled and the Wandering Koraks 
are various. In the first idace, the former live in fixed 
villages, which are visited very frequently by the Russian 
traders j and through these traders and Russian peasants 
they have received many of the ’vvorst vices of civilization 
without any of its virtues. To this must be added the 
demoralizing influence of American whalers, who have 
given the settled Koraks rum and cursed them with horri- 
ble diseases, which are only aggravated by their diet and 
mode of life. They have learned from the Russians to 
lie, cheat, and steal ; and from whalers to drink rum and be 
licentious. Besides all these vices, they eat the intoxica- 
ting Siberian toadstool in inordinate quantities, and this 
habit alone ivill in time debase and brutalize any body of 
men to the last degree. From nearly all these demoraliz- 
ing influences the Wandering Koraks are removed by the 
very nature of their life. They spend more of their time 
in the open air, they have healthier and better-balanced 
physical constitutions, they rarely see Russian traders or 
drink Russian vodka, and they are generally temperate, 
chaste, and manly in all their habits. As a natural conse- 
quence they are better men, morally, physically, and intel- 
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lectually, than the settled natives ever will or"can be. T 
have very sincere and hearty admiration for many Wanderino- 
Koraks whom I met occasionally on the great Siberian 
toondras,” but their settled relatives are the worst speci- 
mens of men that I ever saw in all Northern Asia, fj-om 
Behring’s Straits to the Ural Mountains. 


CHAPTER XXII. 


We left Meckina early, November 23d, and started out 
upon another great snowy plain, where there was no vege- 
tation Avhatever except a little wiry grass and a fet\' meagre 
patches of trailing ^nne. 

Ever since leaving Lesnoi I had been studying atten- 
tively the art or science, whichever it be, of dog-driving, 
with the fixed but iinex]n-esscd resolution that at some 
future time, when everything should be propitious, I would 
assume the control of my own team, and astonish Dodd 
and the natives with a display of my skill as a “kiour.” 

I had found by some experience that these unlettered 
Koraks estimated a man, not so much by what he knew 
tvhich they did not, as by what he knew concerning their 
own special and peculiar pursuits ; and I determined to 
demonstrate, even to their darkened understandings, that 
the knowledge of civilization was universal in its applica- 
tion, and that the white man, notwithstanding his disad- 
vantage in color, could drive dogs better by intuition than 
they could by the aggregated wisdom of centuries ; that 
in fact he could, if necessary, “evolve the principles of 
dog-driving out of the depths of his moral consciousness.” 
I must confess, however, that I was not a thorough convert 
to my own ideas ; and I therefore did not disdain to avail 
m3'sclf of the results of native experience, as far as they 
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coincided with my own convictions, as to the nature of 
the true and beautiful in dog-driving. I had watched 
every, motion of my Korak driver ; had learned theoretically 
the manner of thi'usting the spiked stick between the up- 
rights of the runners into the snow, to act as a brake ; 
had committed to memory and practised assiduously the 
guttural monosyllables which meant, in dog-language, 
“right” and “left,” as well as many others which meant 
something else, but which I had heard addressed to dogs ; 
and I laid the flattering unction to my soul that I could 
drive as well as a Korak, if not better. I'o my inexperi- 
enced eye it was as easy as losing money in California 
mining stocks. On this day, therefore, as the road was 
good and the weather propitious, I determined to put my 
ideas, original as well as acquired, to the test of practice. 
I accordingly motioned my Korak driver to take a back 
seat and deliver up to me the insignia of office. I ob- 
served in the expression of his lips, as he handed me the 
spiked stick, a sort of latent smile of ridicule, which indi- 
cated a very low estimate of my dog-driving abilities ; but 
1 treated it as knowledge should always treat the sneers 
of ignorance — with silent contempt ; and seating myself 
firmly astride the sledge back of the arch, I shouted to 
the dogs, “Noo! Pashol!” My voice failed to produce 
the startling effect which I had anticipated. The leader 
— a grim, bluff Nestor of a dog — glanced carelessly over 
his shoulder and very perceptibly slackened his pace. 
This' sudden and marked contempt for my authority on 
the part of the dogs did more than all the sneers of the 
Korhks to shake my confidence in my own skill. But my 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


237 


resources were not yet exhausted, and I hurled monosyl- 
lable, dissyllable, and polysyllable at their devoted heads, 
shouteil “ Akh ! Te shelma ! Proclataya talcaya ! Sinatrce t 
Ya tibi dam !” but all in vain ; the dogs were evidently 
insensible to rhetorical fireworks of this description, and 
manifested their inditference by a still slower gait. As I 
liourcd out upon them the last vial of my verbal wrath, 
Dodd, w'ho understood the language which I was so reck- 
lessly using, drove slowly up, and remarked carelessly, 
‘‘ You swear pretty well for a beginner." Had the ground 
opened beneath me I should have been less astonished. 
“ Swear ! I swear ! You don’t mean to say that I’ve been 
swearing ? ” — “ Certainly you have, like a pirate.” I drop- 
ped my spiked stick in dismay. AVere these the principles 
of dog-driving which I had evolved out of the depths of 
my moral consciousness ? They seemed rather to have 
come from the depths of my mmoral ?///consciousness. 
“AVhy, you reckless reprobate,” I exclaimed impressively, 
^‘didn’t you teach me those very wordsyourself ? ” — Cer- 
tainly I did," was the unabashed reply; “but you didn’t 
ask me what they meant ; you asked how to pronounce 
them correctly, and I told you. I didn’t know but that 
you were making researches in comparative philology — 
trying to prove the unity of the human race by identity 
of oaths, or by a comparison of profanity to demonstrate 
that the Digger Indians are legitimately descended from 
the Chinese. You know that your head (which is a pretty 
good one in other respects) always ivas full of such non- 
sense." — “ Dodd,” I observed, with a solemnity which I 
intended should awaken repentance in his hardened sen- 
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sibilities, “ I have been betrayed unwittingly into the 
commission of sin y and as a little more or less won’t ma- 
terially alter my guilt, I’ve as good a notion as ever I had 
to give you the benefit of some of your j^rofane instruc- 
tion,” D. laughed derisively and drove on. This little 
episode considerably dampened my enthusiasm, and made 
me very cautious in my use of foreign language, I feared 
the existence of terrific imprecations in the most common 
dog-phrases, and suspected lurking profanity even in the 
monosyllabic “Ivhta” and ‘‘Hoogh,” which I had been 
taught to believe meant “right” and “left,” The dogs, 
quick to observe any lack of attention on the part of their 
driver, now took encouragement from my silence and ex- 
hibited a doggish propensity to stop and rest, which was 
in direct contravention of all discipline, and which they 
would not have dared to do with an experienced driver. 
Determined to vindicate my authority by more forcible 
measures, I launched my spiked stick like a harpoon at 
the leader, intending to have it fall so that I could pick it 
up as the sledge passed. The dog however dodged it 
cleverly, and it rolled away ten feet from the road. Just 
at that moment three or four wild reindeer bounded out 
from behind a little rise of ground three or four hundred 
yards away, and galloped across the steppe toward a deep 
precipitous ravine, through which ran a branch of the 
Meekina Eiver. The dogs, trae to their wolfish instincts, 
started with fierce, excited howls in pursuit. I made a 
frantic grasp at my spiked stick as we rushed past, but 
failed to reach it, and away we went over the toondra to- 
ward the ravine, the sledge half the time on one runner, 
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and rebounding from the hard sastroogee or snow-drifts 
with a force which suggested speedy dislocation of one’s 
joints. The Korak, with more common sense than 1 had 
given liim credit for, had i-olled.olf the sledge several sec- 
onds before, and a backward glance shmved a miscellaneous 
bundle of arms and legs revolving rapidly over the snow 
in my wake. I had no time, however, with ruin staring 
me in, the face, to commiserate his misfortune. Afy ener- 
gies were all devoted to checking the terrific speed with 
which we were approaching the ravine, Witliout the 
spiked stick we were perfectly helpless, and in a moment 
•we were on the brink. I shut my eyes, clung tightly to 
the arch, and took the plunge. About half-way down the 
descent became suddenly steeper, and the lead-dog swerv- 
ed to one side, bringing the sledge around like the lash 
of a whip, overturning it, and shooting me like a huge 
living meteor through the air into a deep soft drift of snow 
at the bottom. 1 must have fallen at least eighteen feet, 
for I buried myself entirely, with the exception of my 
lower extremities, which, projecting above the snow, kicked 
a faint signal foi rescue. Encumbered with heavy furs, I 
extricated myself with difficulty ; and as I at last emerged 
with three pints of snoAV down my neck, I saw the round, 
leering face of my late driver grinning at me through the 
bushes on the edge of the bluff. “ Oorna,” he hailed. 
“ Well,” replied the snowy figure standing waist-high in 
the drift. Amerikanski nyett dobra kiour, eh ? ” (Amer- 
ican no good driver). “ Nyett sofsem dobra ” was the mel- 
ancholy reply as I waded out The sledge, I found, had 
become entangled in the bushes near me, and the dogs 
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were all howling in chorus, nearly wild with the restraint. 
I was so far satisfied with my experiment that I did not 
desire to repeat it at present, and made no objections to 
the Korak’s assuming again his old position. I was fidly 
convinced, by the logic of circumstances, that the science 
of dog-driving demanded more careful and earnest con- 
sideration than I had yet given to it ; and I resolved to 
study carefully its elementary principles, as expounded by 
its Korak professors, before attempting again to put my 
own ideas upon the subject into practice. 

As we came out of the i*avine upon the open steppe I 
saw the rest of our party a mile away, moving rapidly 
toward the Korak village of Kooeel. We passed Kooeel 
late in the afternoon, and camped for the night in a forest 
of birch, poplar, and aspen trees, on the banks of the 
Paren River. 

We were now only about seventy miles from Geezhega. 
On the following night we reached a small log yourt on a 
branch of the Geezhega River, which had been built there 
by the government to shelter travellers, and Friday morn- 
ing, November 25th, about eleven o’clock, we caught 
sight of the red church steeple which marked the location 
of the Russian settlement of Geezhega. No one who 
has not travelled for three Ipng months through a wilder- 
ness like Kamtchatka, camped out in storms among deso- 
late mountains, slept for three weeks in the smoky tents, 
and yet smolder and dirtier yourts of the Koraks, and 
lived altogether like a perfect savage and barbarian — no 
one who has not experienced this can possibly under- 
stand with what joyful hearts we welcomed that red 
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church steeple, and the civilization of which it was the sign. 
For almost a month we had slept every night on the 
ground or the snow ; had never seen a chair, a table, a 
bed, or a mirror ; had never been undressed night or day ; 
and had washed our faces only three or four times in an 
equal number of weeks! We were grimy and smoky 
from climbing up and down Korak chimneys ; our hair 
■was long and matted around pur ears ; the skin ha<i peeled 
from our noses and cheek-bones where they had been 
frozen ; our cloth coats and pantaloons were gray with 
reindeer hairs from our fur “ kookhlankas ; ” and we pre- 
sented. generally, as wild and neglected an appearance as 
men could present, and still retain any lingering traces of 
better days. We had no time or inclination, however, to “ fix 
up ; ” our dogs dashed at a mad gallop into the village with 
a great outcry, which awakened a responsive chorus of 
howls from two or three hundred other canine throats ; 
our drivers shouted “ klita ! khta ! hoog I hoog ! ” and 
raised clouds of snow with their spiked sticks as we 
rushed through the streets, and the whole population 
came running to their doors to ascertain the cause of 
the infernal tumult. One after another our fifteen sledges 
went careering through the village, and finally drew up 
before a large, comfortable house, with double glass win- 
dows, where arrangements had been made, Kerrillof said, 
for our reception. Hardly had we entered a large, neatly 
swept and scrubbed room, and thrown off our heavy 
frosty furs, than the door again opened, and in rushed a 
little impetuous, quick-motioned man, with a heavy au- 
burn moustache, and light hair cut short all over his head, 
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dressed in neat broadcloth coat and pantaloons and a 
spotless linen shirt, with seal rings on his fingers, a plain 
gold chain at his vest button, and a cane. e recogni/ed 
him at once as the “Ispravnik,” or Russian Covernor. 

Dodd and I made a sudden attempt to escape from the 
room, but we were too late, and saluting our visitor with 
“ zdrastvuitia,” we sat down awkwardly enough on our 
chairs, rolled our smoky hands up in our scarlet and yel- I 

low cotton handkerchiefs, and, with a vivid consciousness 
of our dirty faces and generally disreputable appeal ance, 
tried to look self-possessed, and to assume the dignity 
which befitted officers of the great Russo-Ainencan Tele- 
graph Expedition ! It was a pitiable failure. We could 
not succeed in looking like anything but \vandeiing 
Roraks in reduced circumstances. Tlie I spr a v ink, how- 
ever, did not seem to notice anything unusual in our ap- 
pearance, but rattled away with an incessant fne ot cpiick, 
nervous questions, such as “ When did you leave Petio- I 

pavlovski? Are you just from America ? 1 sent a Cos- 
sack. Did you meet him ? How did you cross the ; 

toondras ; with the Ivoraks ? Akh ! those proclatye 
Koraks ! Any news from St. Petersburg? kou must 
come over and dine with me. Plow' long will you stay in 
town? You can take a bath right after dinner. Ay! | 

loodee 1 (very loud and peremptory.) Co and tell my 
Ivan to heat up the bath quick 1 Akh ! Chort yeekh 
vazmee ! ” and the restless little man finally stojiped from 
sheer exhaustion, and began pacing nervously across the 
room, while the Major related our adventures, gave bun 
the latest news from Russia, explained our iilans, the ob- 
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jecl of our expedition, told him of the murder of Lincoln, 
tlie end of the Rebellion, the latest news from the French 
invasion of Mexico, the gossip of the imperial Court, and 
no end of otlier news which had been old with us for six 
months, but of which the poor exiled Ispravnik had never 
heard a word. He: had had no communication rvith 
Russia in almost eleven months. After insisting again 
upon our coming over to his house immediately to dine, 
he bustled out of the room, and gave us an opportunity 
to w'ash and dress. 

Two hours afteiuvard, in all the splendor of blue coats, 
brass buttons, and shoulder-straps, with shaven faces, 
starched shirts, and polished leather boots, the “ First Si- 
berian Exploring Party” marched over to the Ispravnik’s 
to dine. The Russian peasants whom we met instinct- 
ively took off their frosty fur hoods and gazed wonder- 
ingly at us as we passed, as if w'e had mysteriously drop- 
ped down from some celestial sphere. No one would 
have recognized in us the dirty, smoky, ragged vagabonds 
who had entered the village two hours before. The grubs 
had developed into blue and golden butterflies ! We 
found tire Ispravnik waiting for us in a pleasant, spacious 
room furnished w'ith all the luxuries of a civilized home. 
The wndls were papered and ornamented with cosily pic- 
tures and engravings, the w'indows w'ere hung with cur- 
tains, the floor w^as covered wdth a soft, brightly-colored 
c’ar[}et, a large walnut wniUng-desk occupied one corner 
of the room, a rosewood melodeon the other, and in the 
centre stood the dining-table, covered with a fresh cloth, 
polished china, and glittering silver. We -were fairly 
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dazzled at the sight of so much unusual and unexpected 
magnificence. After the inevitable “ fifteen drops ” of 
brandy, and the lunch of smoked fish, lye bread, and ca- 
viar, which always precede a Russian dinner, we took 
seats at the table and spent an hour and a half in getting- 
through the numerous courses of cabbage soup, salmon 
pie, venison cutlets, game, small meat pies, pudding and 
pastry, which were successively set before us, and m dis- 
cussing the news of all the world, from the log villages of 
Kamtchatka to the imperial palaces of Moscow and St. 
Petersburg. Our hospitable host then ordered cham- 
pagne, and over tall, slender glasses of cool beaded 
Cliquot we meditated upon the vicissitudes of Siberian 
life. Yesterday we sat on the ground in a Korak tent 
and ate reindeer-meat out of a wooden trough with our 
fingers, and to-day we dined with the Russian Governor, 
in a luxurious house, upon venison cutlets, plum pudding, 
and champagne. With the exception of a noticeable but 
restrained inclination on the part of Dodd and myself to 
curl up our legs and sit on the floor, there was nothing I be- 
lieve in our behavior to betray the barbarous freedom of tiie 
life which we had so recently lived, and the demoralizing 
character of the influences to which we had been subjected. 
We handled our knives and forks, and leisurely sipped 
our champagne with a grace which would have excited 
the envy of Lord Chesterfield himself. But it was hard 
work. No sooner did Ave return to our quarters than we 
threw off our uniform coats, spread our bearskins on die 
floor, and sat down upon them with crossed legs, to enjoy 
a comfortable smoke in the good old free-and-easy style. 


If our feces had only been just a little dirty we should 
have been perfectly happy 1 

The next ten days of our life at Geezhega were passed 
in comparative idleness. We walked out a littje when 
the weather was not too cold, received formal calls from 
the Russian merchants of the place, visited the Ispravnik 
and drank his delicious “flower-tea" and smoked his 
paperoses in the evening, and indemnified ourselves for 
three months of lt)ugh life by enjoying to the utmost 
such mild pleasures as the little village afforded. This 
pleasant, aimless existence, however, was soon terminated 
by an order from the Major to prepare for the winter’s 
campaign, and hold ourselves in readiness to start for the 
Arctic Circle or the west coast of the Okhotsk Sea at a 
moment’s notice. He had determined to explore a route 
for our proposed line from Behring’s Straits to the Amoor 
River before spring should open, and there was no time 
to be lost. The information which we could gather at 
Geezhega with regard to the interior of the country was 
scanty, indefinite, and unsatisfactory. According to 
native accounts, there were only two settlements between 
the Okhotsk Sea and Behring’s Straits, and the nearest of 
these — Penzhina— was four hundred yersts distant. The 
intervening country consisted of great moss “ toondras,” 
impassable in sunmier, and perfectly destitute of timber ; 
and that portion of it which lay north-east of the last set- 
tlement was utterly uninhabitable on account of the ab- 
sence of wood. A Russian officer by the name of Phil- 
lippeus had attempted to explore it in the winter of iS6o, 
but had returned unsuccessful, in a starving and exhausted 
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condidon. In the whole distance of eight hundred versis 
between Geezhega and the mouth of the Anadyr River 
there were said to be only four or five places where tim- 
ber could be found large enough for telegraph poles, and 
over most of the route there was no wood except occa- 
sional patches of trailing pine. A journey from Geezhega 
to the last settlement of Anadyrsk, on the Arctic Circle, 
would occupy from twenty to thirty days, according to 
weather, and beyond that point there was no possibility 
of going under any circumstances. The region west of 
Geezhega, along the coast of the Okhotsk Sea, was re- 
ported to be better, but very rugged and mountainous, 
and heavily timbered with pine and larch. The village of 
Okhotsk, eight hundred versts distant, could be reached 
on dog-sledges in about a month. This, in brief, was all 
the information we could get, and it did not inspire us 
with very much confidence in the ultimate success of our 
enteiprise. I realized for the first time the magnitude of 
the task which the Russo- American Telegraph Company 
had undertaken. We were “in for it,” however, now, 
and our first duty was obviously to go througli the 
country, ascertain its extent and nature, and find out what 
facilities, if any, it afforded for the construction of our 
line. 

The Russian settlements of Okhotsk and Geezhega 
divided the country between Behring’s Straits and the 
Amoor River into three nearly equal sections, of which 
two were mountainous and wooded, and one comjiara- 
tively level and almost barren. The first of these sec- 
tions, between the Amoor and Okhotsk, had been as- 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


247 


signed to Mahood and Bush, and we presumed that tlie}”- 
were alread}? engaged in its exploration. The other two 
sections, comprising all tire region between Okliotsk and 
Behring’s Straits, were to be divided between the Major, 
Dodd, and myself. In view of the supposed desolation 
of the unexplored territory immediately west of Behring’s 
Straits, it was thought best to leave it unsurveyed until 
spring, and perhaps until another sea.soii. The promised 
co-operation of the Anadyi: River party had failed us, and 
without more men, the Major did not consider it expe- 
dient to undertake the exploration of a region which pre- 
sented so many and so great obstacles to mid-winter 
travel. Tlie distance which remained to be traversed, 
therefore, was only about fourteen hundred versts from 
Okhotsk to the Russian outpost of Anadyr.sk, just south 
of the Arctic Circle. After some deliberation the Major 
concluded to send Dodd and me with a party of natives 
to Anadyrsk, and to start himself on dog-sledges for the 
settlement of Okhotsk, where he expected to meet 
M ahood and Bush, In this way it was hoped that we 
should be able in the course of five months to make a rough 
but tolerably accurate survey of nearly the whole route of 
the line. The provisions which we had brought from Petro- 
pavlovski had all been used up, with the exception of 
some tea, sugar, and a few cans of preserved beef; but 
we obtained at Geezhega two or three iioods of black 
rye bread, four or five frozen reindeer, some salt, and an 
abundant supply of “yookala” or dried fish. These, 
with some tea and sugar, and a few cakes of frozen milk, 
made up our store of provisions. We provided ourselves 
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also with six or eight poods of Circassian leaf tobacco, 
to be used instead of money; divided equally our little 
store of beads, pipes, knives, and trading goods, pur- 
chased new suits of furs throughout, and made every r-re- 
3.aration for three or four months of camp-hfe in an Arctic 
climate. The Russian Governor ordered six of his Cos- 
sacks to transport Dodd and I on dog-sledges as flir as 
the Korak village of Shestakova, and sent word to Pcn- 
zhina by the returning Anadjask people to have three or 
four men and dog-teams at the former place by Dec. 
2oth, ready to carry us on to Penzhina and Anadyrsk. 
We engaged an old and experienced Cossack named 
Gregorie Zinevief as guide and Chookchee interpretci, 
hired a young Russian called Yagor as cook and aide-de- 
camp (in the literal sense), packed our stores on our 
sledges and secured them with lashings of seal-skin 
thongs, and by December 13^^ were ready to take the 
held. That evening the Major delivered to us our in- 
structions. They were simply, to follow the regular 
sledge road to Anadyrsk via Shestakova and Penzhina, to 
ascertain what facilities it offered in the way of timber 
and soil for the construction of a telegraph line, to set the 
natives at work cutting poles at Penzhina and Anadyrsk, 
to make side explorations where possible in search 
of timbered rivers connecting Penzhinsk Gulf with 
Behring’s Sea. Late in the spring we were to return to 
with all the information which w'c could gather 
between that point and the Arctic 
would remain at Geezhega 
then leave on dog-sledges 
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with Vushine and a small party of Cossacks for the 
settlement of Okhotsk. If he made a junction with 
Mahood and Bush at that place he would return at 
once, and meet us again at Geediega by the 1st of 
April, 1866. 


II' 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

ARCTIC travelling IN WINTER. 

The morning of December 13th dawned clear, cold and 
still with a temperature of Uiirty-one degrees below zero ; 
but as the sun did not rise until half-past ten, it was near- 
ly noon before we could get our drivers together, and oiu 
dogs harnessed for a start. Our little party of ten men 
presented quite a novel and picturesque appearance in 
their gayly embroidered fur coats, red sashes, and yellow 
fox-skin hoods, as they assembled in a body before our 
house to bid good-by to the Ispravnik and the Major. 
Eight heavily loaded sledges were ranged m a hue in 
front of the door, and almost a hundred dogs were 
springing frantically against their harnesses, and raising 
deafening howls of impatience, as we came out of the 
house into the still, frosty atmosphere. We bade every- 
body good-by, received a hearty » God bless you, boys ! ” 
from the Major, and were off in a cloud of flying snow, 
which stung our faces like burning sparks of fire. Old 
I’aderin, the chief of the Geezhega Cossacks, with while 
frosty hair and beard, stood out in iront of his little l ed log 
house as we passed, and waved us a last good-by with his 
fur hood as we swept out upon the great level steppe be- 
hind the town. 
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It was just mid-day ; but the sun, although at its great- 
est altitude, glowed like a red ball of fire low down in the 
southern horizon, and a peculiar gloomy twilight hung 
over the white wintry landscape. I could not overcome 
the impression that the sun was just rising and that it 
would soon be broad day. A white ptarmigan now and 
then .flew up with a loud whir before us, uttered a liarsh. 
‘‘ querk, querk, querk” of affright, and sailing a few rods 
away, settled upon the snow and became : suddenly invis- 
ible. A few magpies sat motionless in the thickets of 
trailing pine as we passed, but their feathers were ruffled 
up around their heads, and they seemed chilled and stu- 
]iefied by the intense cold. The distant blue belt of tim- 
ber along the Geezhega river ivavered and trembled in 
its outlines as if seen through currents of heated air, and 
the white ghost-like mountains thirty miles away to the 
southward were thrown up and distorted by refraction 
into a thousand airy, fantastic shapes which melted imper- 
ceptibly one into another, like a series of dissolving view- s. 
Every feature of the scenery was strange, weird, Arctic. 
The red sun rolled slowfly along the southern horizon, un- 
til it seemed to rest on a white snowy peak far away in 
the southwest, and then, while we were yet expecting day 
it suddenly disappeared and the gloomy twilight deepened 
gradually into night. Only three hours had elap.sed since 
sunrise, and yet stars of the first magnitude could already 
be plainly distinguished. 

We stopped for the night at the house of a Russian 
peasant who lived on the bank of the Geezhega River, 
about fifteen versts cast of the settlement While ive ivcre 



TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


drinking tea a special messenger arrived from me village, 
bringing two frozen blueberry pies as a parting token oi 
regard from the Major, and a last souvenir of civilization. 
Pretending to fear that something might happen to thcbC 
delicacies if we should attempt to carry them with us, 
Dodd, as a precautionary measure, te one of them up to 
the last blueberry ; and rather than have him sacrifice 
himself to a mistaken idea of duty by trying to eat the 
other, I attended to its preservation myself and put it for- 
ever beyond the reach of accidental contingencies. 

On the following day we reached the little log yourt on 
the Mahnofka, where we had spent one night on our way 
to Geezhega ; and as the cold was still intense we were 
glad to avail ourselves again of its shelter, and huddle 
around the wairin fire which Yagor kindled on a sort of clay 
altar in the middle of the room. 1 here was not space 
enough on the rough plank floor to accommodate all our 
party, and our men built a huge fire of tamarack logs out- 
side, hung over their tea-kettles, thawed out their fiosty 
beards, ate dry fish, sang jolly Russian songs, and made 
themselves so boisterously happy, that we were tempted 
to give up the luxury of a roof for the sake of sharing in 
their out-door amusements and merriment. Our thermo- 
meters, however, marked 35'^ below zero, and we did not 
venture out of doors except when an unusually loud burst 
of laughter announced some stupendous Siberian joke 
which we thought would be worth hearing. The atmos- 
phere outside seemed to be just cool enough to exert an 
insphiting influence upon our lively Cossacks, but it was 
altogether too bracing for unaccustomed American con- 


stitutions. With a good fire, however, and plenty of hot 
tea, we succeeded in making ourselves very comfortable in- 
side the yourt, and passed away the long evening in smok- 
ing Circassian tobacco and pine bark, singing American 
songs, telling stories, and quizzing our good-natured but 
unsophisticated Cossack Meroneff. 

It was quite late when we finally crawled into our fur 
bags to sleep ; but long afterward we could hear the songs, 
jokes, and laughter of our drivers as they sat around the 
camp-fire, and told funny stories of Siberian travel. 

We were up on the following morning long before day- 
light ; and, after a hasty breakfast of black bread, dried 
fish, and tea, we harnessed our dogs, wet down our sledge- 
runners with water from the tea-kettle to cover them with 
a coating of ice, packed np our camp equipage, and, leav- 
ing the shelter of the tamarack forest around the yourt, 
drove out upon the great snmvy Sahara which lies be- 
tween the Malmofka River and Penzhinsk Gulf. It was a 
land of desolation. A great level steppe, as boundless to 
the weary eye as the ocean itself, stretdred away in every 
direction to the far horizon, without a single tree or bush 
to relieve its white, snowy surface. Nowhere did we see 
any sign of animal or vegetable life, any suggestion of 
summer or flowers or warm sunshine, to brighten the 
dreary waste of storm-drifted snow. 

White, cold, and silent, it lay before us like a vast 
frozen ocean, lighted up faintly by the slender crescent 
of the waning moon in the east, and the weird blue 
streamers of the Aurora, which went racing swiftly back 
and forth along the northern horizon. Even when the sun 
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rose, huge and fiery, in a haze of frozen moisture at the 
south, it did not seem to infuse any warmth or life into the 
bleak wintry landscape. It only di'owned, in a dull red 
glare, the blue, tremulous streamers of the Aurora, and 
the white radiance of the moon and stars tinged the snow 
with a faint color like a stormy sunset, and lighted up a 
splendid mirage in the northwest wdiich startled us with 
its solemn mockery of familiar scenes. The wand of the 
Northern Enchanter touched the barren snowy ste]>pe, 
and it suddenly became a blue tropical lake, upon whose 
distant shore rose the walls, domes, and slender minarets 
of a vast oriental city. Masses of luxuriant foliage 
seemed to overhang the clear blue water, and to be re- 
flected in its depths, while the white walls above just 
caught the first flush of the rising sun. Never w-as the 
illusion of summer in winter, of life in death, more pal- 
pable or more perfect. One almost instinctively glanced 
around to assure himself, by the sight of familiar objects, 
that it was not a dream ; but as his eye turned again to 
the northwest across the dim blue lake, the vast tremu- 
lous outlines of the mirage still confronted him in their 
unearthly beauty, and the “ cloud-capped towers and gor- 
geous palaces *' seemed, by their mysterious solemnity, to 
rebuke the doubt which would ascribe them to a dream. 
The bright apparition faded, glowed, and faded again into 
indistinctness, and from its ruins rose two colossal pillars 
sculptured from rose quartz, -which gradually united their 
capitals and fonncd a Titanic arch like the grand portal 
of heaven. This, in turn,, melted into an extensive for- 
tress, with massive ■bastions and buttresses, flanking tow- 
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ers, and deep embrasures, and salient and re-entering 
angles, whose shadows and perspective were as natural as 
reality itself. Nor was it only at a distance that these 
deceptive mirages seemed to be formed. A crow, stand- 
ing upon the snow at a distance of perhaps two hundred 
yards, was exaggerated and distorted beyond recognition ; 
and once, having lingered a little behind the rest- of the 
party, I was startled at seeing a long line of shadowy dog- 
sledges moving swiftly through the air a short distance 
ahead, at a height of eight or ten feet from the ground. 
The mock sledges were inverted in position, and the 
mock dogs trotted along with their feet in the air ; but 
their outlines were almost as clear as those of the real 
sledges and real dogs underneath. This curious phenome- 
non lasted only a moment, but it was succeeded by others 
equally strange, until at last we lest faith in our eyesight 
entirely, and would not believe in the existence of aity- 
thing unless we could touch it with our hands. Every 
bare hillock or dark object on the snow was a nucleus 
around which w'ere formed the most deceptive images, 
and two or three times we started out with our rifles in 
pursuit of wolves or black foxes, which proved, upon 
closer inspection, to be nothing but crows. I had never 
before known the light and atmosphere to be so favorable 
to refraction, and had never been so deceived in the size, 
shape, and distance of objects on the snow. 

'fhe thermometer at noon marked — 35°, and at sunset 
it wars — 38°, and sinking. ,Wc had seen no wood since 
leaving the yourt on the Malmotka River, and, not dar- 
ing to camp rvithout a fire, we travelled for five hours 
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after dark, guided only by the stars and a bluish Aurora 
which was playing away in the north. Under the influ- 
ence of the intense cold, frost formed in great quantities 
upon everything which was touched by our breaths. 
Beards became stiff tangled masses of frozen iron wire, 
eyelids grew heavy with long white rims of frost, and 
froze together when we winked, and our dogs, enveloped 
in dense clouds of steam, looked like snowy polar wolves. 
Only by running constantly beside our sledges could we 
keep any sensation of life in our feet. About eight o’clock 
a few scattered trees loomed up darkly against the eastern 
sky, and a joyful shout from our leading drivers announced 
the discovery of wood. We had reached a small stream 
called the Ooseonov^a, seventy-five versts east of Geezhega, 
in the very middle of the great steppe. It was like com- 
ing to an island after having been long at sea. Our dogs 
stopped and curled themselves up into little round balls 
on the snow, as if conscious that the long day’s journey 
was ended, while our drivers proceeded to make rapidly 
and systematically a Siberian half-faced camp. Three 
sledges Avere drawn up together, so as to make a little 
semi-enclosure about ten feet square ; the snow was all 
shovelled out of the interior, and banked up around the 
three closed sides, like a snow fort, and a huge fire of 
trailing pine branches was built at the 0]ien end. The 
bottom of this little snow-cellar was then strewn to a 
depth of three or four inches with twigs of avUIoav and 
alder, shaggy bear-skins were spread down to make a warm, 
soft carpet, and our fur sleeping-bags arranged for the 
night. Upon a small table extemporized out of a candle 
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box, which stood in the centre, Yagor soon placed two 
Clips of steaming hot tea and a couple of dried fish. 
Then stretching ourselves out in luxurious style upon our 
bear-skin carpet, with our feet to the fire and our backs 
against pillows, we smoked, drank tea, and told stories 
in perfect comfort. After supper the drivers piled dry 
branches of trailing pine upon the fire until it sent up a 
column of hot ruddy flame ten feet in height, and then 
gathering in a picturesque group around the blaze, they 
sang for hours the wild melancholy songs of the Kam- 
tchadals, and told nevei'-ending stories of hardship and 
adventure on the great steppes and along the coast of the 
“icy sea.” At last the great constellation of Orion 
marked bed-time. Amid a tumult of snarling and fight- 
ing the dogs were fed their daily allowance of one dried fish 
each, fur stockings, moist A\uth perspiration, were taken 
off and dried by the fire, and putting on our heaviest fur 
“ kookhlankas,” we crawled feet first into our bear-skin 
bags, pulled them up over our heads, and slept. 

A camp in the middle of a clear, dark winter’s night 
presents a strange, wild appearance. I was awakened, 
soon after midnight, by cold feet, and, raising myself upon 
one elbow, I pushed my head out of my frosty fur bag to 
see by the stars what time it was. The fire had died 
away to a red heap of .smouldering embers. There was 
just light enough to distinguish the dark outlines of the 
loaded sledges, the fur-clad forms of our men, lying here 
and there in groups about the fire, and the frosty dogs, 
curled up into a hundred little hairy balls upon the snowu 
Away beyond the limits of the camp stretched the deso- 
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late steppe in a series of long snotvy midnlations, tvliidt 
blended gradually into one great white frozen ocean, and 
were lost in the distance and darkness of night. High 
over head, in a sky which was almost black, sparkled the 
bright constellations of Orion and the Pleiades— the 
ccleHial clocks which marked the long, weary horn s be- 
tween sunrise and sunset. The blue mysterious stream- 
ers of the Aurora trembled in the north, now shooting up 
in clear bright lines to the zenith, then waving back and 
forth in great majestic curves over the silent camp, as if 
warning back the adventurous traveller from the unknown 
regions around the pole. The silence was profound, 
oppressive. Nothing but the pulsating of the blood in 
my ears, and the heavy breathing of the sleeping men at 
my feet, broke the universal lull. Suddenly there rose 
upon the still night-air a long, faint, wailing cry like that 
of a human being in the last extremity of suffering. Gra- 
dually it swelled and deepened until it seemed^ to fill the 
whole atmosphere with its volume- of mourntul sound, 
dying away at last into a low, despairing moan. It was 
the signal-howl of a Siberian dog ; but so wild and un- 
earthly did it seem irithe stillness of the Arctic midnight, 
that it sent the startled blood bounding through my veins 
to my very finger-ends. In a moment the niouinful ci) 
was taken up by another dog, upon a higher key— two or 
three more joined in, then ten, twenty, lorty, sixty, eighty, 
until the whole pack of a hundred dogs howled one in- 
fernal chorus together, making the air fairly tremble with 
sound, as if from the heavy bass of a great organ. For 
fully a minute heaven and earth seemed to be lilled with 
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yelling, shrieking fiends. Then one by one they began 
gradually to drop off, the unearthly tumult grew momen- 
tarily fainter and fainter, until at last it ended as it began, 
in one long, inexpressibly melancholy wail, and all was 
still. One or two of our men moved restlessly in their 
sleep, as if the mournful howls had blended unpleasantly 
with their dreams ; but no one awoke, and a death-like 
silence again pervaded heaven and earth. Suddenly the 
Aurora shone out with increased brilliancy, and its wav- 
ing swords swept back and forth in great semicircles 
across the dark starry sky, and lighted up the snowy 
steppe with transitory flashes of colored radiance, as if 
the gates of heaven were opening and closing upon the 
dazzling brightness of the celestial city. Presently it 
faded away again to a faint diffused glow in the north, 
and one pale-green streamer, slender and bright as the 
spear of Ithuriel, pushed slowly up toward the zenith 
until it touched with its translucent point the jewelled 
belt of Orion ; then it, too, faded and vanished, and 
nothing but a bank of pale rvhite mist on the northern 
horizon showed the location of the celestial armory 
whence the Arctic spirits drew the gleaming sw'ords and 
lances wdiich they shoolc and brandished nightly over the 
lonely Siberian steppes. Crawling back into my Ijag as 
the Aurora disappeared, I fell asleep, and did not wake 
until near morning. With the first streak of dawn the 
camp began to show signs of animation. 'I'he dogs 
crawled out of the deep holes w'liicli their warin bodies 
l)ad melted in the snow; the Cossacks poked their heads 
out of their frosty fur coats, and whipped off with little 
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Sticks the mass of frost which had accumulated around 
their breathing-holes. A fire was built, tea boiled, and 
we crawled out of our sleeping-bags to shiver around the 
fire and eat a hasty breakfast of rye-bread, dried fish, and 
tea. Ill twenty minutes the dogs were harnessed, sledges 
packed, and runners covered with ice, and one after an- 
other we drove away at a brisk trot from the smoking 
fire, and began another day’s journey across the barren 
steppe. 

In this monotonous routine of riding, camping, and 
sleeping on the snow, day after day slowly passed until, 
on December 20th, we arrived at the settled Korak vil- 
lage of Shestakova, near the head of Penzhinsk Gulf. 
From this point our Geezhega Cossacks were to return, 
and here we were to wait until the expected sledges from 
Penzhina should arrive. We lowered our bedding, pil- 
lows, camp equipage, and provisions, down through the 
chimney-hole of the largest yourt in the small dllap, 
arranged them as tastefully as possible on the wide 
wooden platform which extended out from the wall on 
one side, and made ourselves as comfortable as daikness, 
smoke, cold, and dirt would permit. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 


Our short stay at Shestakova, while waiting for the 
Penzhina sledges, was dismal and lonesome beyond ex- 
pression. It began to storm furiously about noon on the 
2oth, and the violent wind swept up such tremendous 
clouds of snow from the great steppe north of the village, 
that the whole earth was darkened as if by an eclipse, 
and the atmosphere, to a height of a hundred feet from 
the ground, was literally packed with a driving mist of 
white snow-flakes. I ventured to the top of the chimney- 
hole once, but I was nearly blown over the edge of the 
yourt, and, blinded and choked by snow, I hastily re- 
treated down the chimney, congratulating nryself that I 
was not obliged to lie out all day on some desolate plain, 
exposed to the fury of such a storm. To keep out the 
snow, we were obliged to extinguish the fire and shut up 
the chimney hole with a sort of wooden trap-door, so 
that we Avere left to total darkness and a freezing atmos- 
I^here. We lighted candles and stuck them against the 
black smoky logs above our heads with melted grease, so 
that we could see to read but the cold was so intense 
that we were finally compelled to give up the idea of 
literary amusement, and putting on fur coats and hoods, 
we crawled into our bags to try and sleep away the day. 
Shut up in a dark half-rmderground dungeon, with a tern- 
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perature ten degrees below the freezing-point, we had no 
other resource. 

It is a mystery to me how human beings with any feel- 
ing at all can be satisfied to live in such abominable, detes- 
table houses as those of the settled Koraks. 1 hey have 
not one solitary redeeming feature. They are entered 
through the chimney, lighted by the chimney, and venti- 
lated by the chimney ; the sunshine falls into them only 
once a year— in June ; they are cold in winter, close and 
uncomfortable in summer, and smoky all the time. They 
are pervaded by a smell of rancid oil and decaying fish ; 
their logs are black as jet and greasy with smoke, and 
their earthen floors are an indescribable mixture of rein- 
deer’s hairs and filth dried and trodden hard. 1 hey have 
no furniture except wooden bowls of seal oil, in which 
burn fragments of moss, and black wooden troughs which 
are alternately used as dishes and as seats. Sad is the 
lot of children born in such a ijlace. Until they are old 
enough to climb up the chimney-pole they never see the 
outside world. ^ 

The Aveather on the day after our arrival at Shestakova 
was much better, and our Cossack Meronefl, who was on 
his way back to Tigil, bade us good-by, and started with 
two or three natives for Kamenoi. Dodd and I managed 
to pass away the day by drinking tea eight or ten times 
simply as an amusement, reading an odd volume of 
Cooper’s novels which we had picked up at Geezhega, 
and strolling along the high bluffs over the gulf with our 
rifles in search of foxes. Soon after dark, just as we were 
drinking tea in final desperation for the seventh time, 
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our dogs who were tied around the yourt set up a general 
howl, and Yagor came sliding down the chimney in the 
most reckless and disorderly manner, with the news that 
a Russian Cossack had just arrived from Petropavlovski, 
bringing letters from the Major. Dodd sprang up in 
great excitement, kicked over the tea-kettle, dropped his 
cup and saucer, and made a frantic rush for the chimney- 
pole ; but before he could reach it we saw somebody’s 
legs coming down into the yourt, and in a moment a tali 
figure in a spotted reindeer-skin coat appeared, crossed 
himself carefully two or three times, as if in gratitude for his 
safe arrival, and then turned to us with the Russian saluta- 
tion “ zdrastvuitia.” — “ At Kooda ?” — where from, deman- 
ded Dodd, quickly. “ From Petropavlovski with letters for 
the Myoor,” was the reply; “three telegraiih ships have 
Ireen there, and I am sent with important letters from the 
American Nechalnik ; I have been thirty-nine days and 
nights on the road from Petropavlovski.” This was im- 
portant news. Col. Bulkley had evidently touched at the 
southern end of Kamtchatka on his return from Behring’s 
Sea, and the letters brought by the courier would un- 
doubtedly e.xplain why he had not landed the jiarty at the 
mouth of the Anadyr River, as he had intended. I felt a 
strong temptation to open the letters ; but not thinking 
that they could have any bearing upon my mo\’eincnts, 
1 finally concluded to send them on without a moment’s 
delay to Geezhega, in the faint hope that the Major had 
not yet left there for Okhotsk. In twenty minutes the 
Cossack was gone, and we were left to form all sorts of 
wild conjectures as to the contents of the letters, and the 
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movements of the parties which Col. Bulklcy had carried 
up to Behring’s Straits. I regretted a hundred times that 
I had not opened the letters, and found out to a certainty 
that the Anadyr River l^al•ty had not been landed. But 
it was too late now, and we could only hope that the 
courier would overtake the Major before he had started 
from Geezhega, and that the latter would send somebody 
to us at Anadyrsk with the news. 

There were no signs yet of the Penzhina sledges, and 
we spent another night and another long dreary day in 
the smoky yourt ar Shestakova, waiting for transportation. 
Late in the evening of Dec. 2 ad, Yagor, who acted in 
the capacity of sentinel, came down the chimney vith 
another sensation. He had heard the howling of dogs 
in the direction of Penzhina. We went up on the roof of 
the yourt and listened for several minutes, but hearing 
nothing but the wind, we concluded that Yagor had 
either been mistaken, or that a pack of wolves had 
howled in the valley east of the settlement. Yagor how- 
ever was right; he had heard dogs on the Penzhina road, 
and in less than ten minutes the long-expected sledges 
drew up, amid general shouting and barking, before our 
yourt. In the course of conversation with the new ar- 
rivals, I thought 1 understood one of the Penzhina men 
to say something about a pai'ty who had mysteriously ap- 
peared near the mouth of the Anadyr River, and who 
were building a house there as if Avith the intention oi 
spending the winter. I did not yet understand Russian 
very well, but I guessed at once that the long-talked of 
Anadyr River party had been landed, and springing up in 
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considerable excitement, I called Dodd to interpret. It 
seemed from all the information which the Penzhina men 
could give us that a small party of Americans had myste- 
riously appeared, early in the winter, near the mouth of 
the Anadyr, and had commenced to build a house of 
drift-wood and a few boards which had been landed from 
tlie ves.sel in which they came. What their intentions 
were, who they were, or how long they intended to stay, 
no one knew, as the report came through bands of Wan- 
dering Chookchees, who had never seen the Americans 
themselves, but who had heard of them from others. 
The news had been passed along from one encampment 
of Chookchees to another until it had finally reached 
Penzhina, and had thus been brought on to us at Shesta- 
kova, more than five hundred miles fi-om the jjlace where 
the Americans were said to be. We could hardly believe 
that Col. Bulkley had landed an exploring party in the 
desolate region south of Behring’s Straits, at the very be- 
ginning of an Arctic winter ; but what could Americans 
be doing there, if they did not belong to our expedition ? 
It was not a place which civilized men would be likely 
to select for a winter residence, unless they had in view 
some very important object The nearest settlement — ■ 
Anadyrsk — was almost two hundred and fifty miles dis- 
tant ; the country along the lower Anadyr Avas said to be 
wholly destitute of avoocI, and inhabited only by roving 
bands of Cliookchees, and a party landed there without 
an interpreter Avould have no means of communicating 
even Avith these Avild, lawless natives, or of obtaining any 
means wdratever of transportation. If there were any 
12 
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Amei-icans there, tliey were certainly m a very unplea- 
sant situation. _ 

Dodd and I talked the matter over until nearly mid- 
night, and finally concluded that upon our arrival at Ana- 
d>Tsk we would make up a strong party of experienced 
natives, take thirty days’ provisions, and push through to 
the Pacific Coast on dog-sledges in search of these myste- 
rious Americans. It would be an adventure ^ist novel 
and hazardous enough to be interesting, and if we sue- , 
ceeded in reaching the mouth of the Anadyr in winter, we 

would do something never before accomplished and 

never but once attempted. With this conclusion we 
crawled into our fur bags and dreamed that we were 
starting for the open Polar Sea in search of Sir John 
Franklin. 

On the morning of Dec. 23d, as soon as it was light 
enough to see, we loaded our tobacco, provisions, tea, su- 
gar, and trading goods upon the Peiizhina sledges, and start- 
ed up the shallow busby valley of the Shestakova Creek to- 
ward a mountainous ridge, a spur of the great Stanavoi 
range, in which the stream had its source. We crossed 
the mountain early in the afternoon, at a height of about 
a thousand feet, and slid swiftly down its northern slope 
into a narrow valley, which oiienud upon the gieat 
steppes which bordered the river Akliin. ihe weathei 
was clear and not very cold, but the snow in the valley 
was deep and soft, and our progress was pru\okmgly 
slow. We had hoped to reach the Aklfm by night, but 
the day was so short and the road so bad that we tiav- 
elled five hours after dark, and then had to stop ten 
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versts south of the river. We were rewarded, however, by 
seeing two very fine mock moons, and by finding a mag- 
nificent patch of trailing pine, which furnished u.s with dry 
wood enough for a gloriou.s camp-fire. The curious tree 
or bush known to the Russians as “Kedrevnik,” and ren- 
dered in the English translation of Vrangel’s Travels as 
“ trailing cedar,” is one of the most singular productions 
of Siberia. I hardly know whether to call it a tree, a 
bush, or a vine, for it partakes more or less of the char- 
acteristics of all three, and yet does not look much like 
any of tliem. It resembles as much as anything a dwarf 
irine ti'ce, with a remarkably gnarled, crooked, and con- 
torted trunk, growing horizontally like a neglected vine 
along the ground, and sending up pcriiendicular branches 
through the snow. It has the needles and cones of the 
common white pine, but it never stands erect like a tree, 
and grows in great patches from a few yards to several 
acres in extent. A man might walk over a dense growth 
of it in winter and yet see nothing but a few bunches of 
sharp green needles, sticking up here and there through 
the snow. It is found on tlie most desolate steppes 
and upon the rockiest mountain sides from the Okhotsk 
Sea to the Arctic Ocean, and seems to grow most luxu- 
riantly where the soil is most barren and the storms 
most severe. On great oceandike plains, destitute of all 
other vegetation, this trailing pine lurks beneath the snow, 
and covers the ground in places with a perfect net-work 
of gnarled, twisted, and interlocking trunks. For some 
reason it always seems to die when it has attained a cer- 
tain age, and wherever you find its green spiny foliage 
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you will also fod dry white trunks as inflammable as Un- 
der It furnishes almost the only fire-wood of the M an. 
derin. Koraks and Chookchees, and without rt many 
parts of Northeastern Siberia would be absolulel) unin- 
habitable by man. Scores of nights during our explora- 
tions in Siberia, we should have been compelled to camp 
Without fire, water, or warm food, had not Nature pro 
vided everywhere an abundance of trailing pine, and 
stored it away under the snow for the use of tratu ers. 

We left our camp in the valley early on the following 
morning, pushed on across the large and heavily timbered 
river called the AklSn, and entered upon the great steppe 
which stretches away from its northern bank toward 
Anadyrsk. For two days we travelled over this baiieii 
snowy lilain, seeing no vegetation but sttinted trees ant 
patches of u-ailing pine along tlie banks of occasional 
streams, and no life except one or tivo solitary' lavens 
and a red fox. The bleak and dreary landscape 
could have been described in two words-snow and sky. 

I had come to Siberia with full confidence m the ultimate 
success of the Russo-.American Telegraph line, but as I 
penetrated deeper and deeper into the country and saw 
its utter desolation I giew less and less sanguine. Since 
leaving Geezhega we had travelled nearly three hundred 
versts, had found only four places where wc could obtain 
poles, and had passed only three settlements. Unless 
we could find a better route than the one over which we 
had been, I feared that the Siberian telegraph line would 
be a failure. 

Up to this time we had been favored with unusually 
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line weather ; but it was a season of the year when storms 
were of freciuent occurrence, and I was not surjirised to be 
awakened Christmas night by the roaring of the wind and 
the hissing sound of the snow as it swept through our un- 
protected camp and buried up our dogs and sledges. 
We were having a slight touch of a Siberian “poorga.” 
A fringe of trees along the little stream on w-hich we were 
camped sheltered us in a measure from the storm, but out 
on the steppe it was evidently blowing a gale. We rose 
as usual at daylight and made an attempt to travel ; but 
no sooner did we leave the cover of the trees tlian our 
dogs became almost unmanageable, and, blinded and 
half suffocated with flying snow, we were driven back 
again into the timber. It was impossible to see thirty 
feet, and the wind blew with such fury that our dogs 
would not face it. We massed our sledges together as a 
sort of breastwork against the drifdng snow, spread our 
fur bags down behind them, crawled in and covered up 
our heads with deer-skins and blankets, and prepared for 
a long dismal siege. There is nothing so thoroughly, 
hopelessly dreary and uncomfortable, as camping out 
upon a Siberian steppe in a storm. The wind blows with 
such violence that a tent cannot possibly be made to 
stand ; the fire is half extinguished by drifting snow, and 
fills the eyes with smoke and cinders when it burns at all ; 
conversation is impossible on account of the roaring of 
the wind and the beating of the snow in oneks face ; bear- 
skins, pillows, and furs become . stiff and icy with half- 
melted .sleet, sledges are buried up, and there remains 
nothing for the unhappy traveller .to do but crawl into his 
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sleeping-bag, cover up his head, and shiver away the 
long, dismal, hours. 

We lay out on the snow in this storm for two da}-s, 
spending nearly all the time in our fur bags and suffering 
severely from the cold during the long, dark nights. On 
the 28th, about four o’clock in the morning, the stoim 
began to abate, and by six we had dug out our sledges 
and were under way. There was a low spur of the 
Stanavoi Mountains about ten versts north of our camp, 
and our men said that if we could get across that before 
daylight we would probably have no more bad weather 
until we reached Penzhina. Our dog-food was entirely 
exhausted, and we must make the settlement within the 
ne.xt twenty-four hours if possible. 

The snow had been blown hard by the wind, our dogs 
were fresh from two days’ rest, and before daylight ue had 
crossed the ridge and stopped in a little valley on the 
northern slope of the mountain to drink tea. hen com- 
pelled to travel all night, the Siberian natives always make a 
practice of stopping just before sunrise and allowing their 
dogs to get to sleep. They argue that if a dog goes to 
sleep while it is yet dark, and wakes up in an hour and 
finds the sun shining, he will suppose that he has had a 
full night’s rest and will travel all day without thinking 
of being tired. An hour’s stop, however, at au}/ othei 
time will be of no^se whatever. As soon as we thought 
we had deluded our dogs into the belief that they had 
slept all night, we roused them up and started down the 
valley toward a tributary of the Penzhina River, kmnvn as 
the Ooskanova. The weather was clear and not very 
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cold, and we all enjoyed the . pleasant change and the 
brief two hours of sunshine ivdiich were vouchsafed us 
before the sun sank behind the white peaks of Stana\’oi. 
just at dark we crossed the river Kondra, fifteen miles 
from Penzhina, and in two hours more we were hopelessly 
lost on another great level steppe, and broken up into 
two or three separate and bewildered parties. I had 
fallen asleep soon after passing the Kondra, and had not 
the slightest idea how we were progi'essing or whither we 
were going, until Dodd shook me by the shoulder and 
said, ‘‘ Kennan, we’re lost.” Rather a startling announce- 
ment to wake a man with, but as Dodd did not seem to 
be much concerned about it, I assured him that I didn’t 
care, and lying back on my pillow went to sleep again, 
fully satisfied that my driver would find Penzhina some 
time ill the course of the night. 

Guided by the stars, Dodd, Gregorie, and I, with one 
other sledge which remained ivith us, turned away to the 
eastward, and about nine o’clock came upon the Penzhina 
River somewhere below the settlement. We started up it 
on the ice, and had gone but a short distance when we 
saw two or three sledges coming down the river. 
Surprised to find men travelling away from the vil- 
lage at that hour of the night, we hailed them with a 
“Plallool” 

“ Halloo ! ” 

“ Vwc kooda yaydetia? ” — Where are yon going ? 

<( We’re going to Penzhina ; who are you 
‘‘ IVe’re Geezheginski, also going to Penzhina ; what 
you coming down the river for ? ” 
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“We're trying to fed the village, devil tate it pve’ve 
been travelling all night and can t fed anyt iHo . 

Upon this Dodd burst into a loud laugh, “ 

mysterious sledges drew nearer we recognised m th . i 
divers three of our own men who had separated from us 
soon after dark, and who were now tiymg o i-r 
Penzhina by going down *<= 

Sea We could hardly convince tliem Uiat i la„e 

did not lie in that direction. They final y fened back 
with us, however, and some time after midnight we drove 
into Penzhina, roused the sleeping inhabitants with a 
series of unearthly yells, startled fifty or sixty dogs into 

a howling protest against such untimely disturbance, and 

threw the whole settlement into a general uproar.^ 

In ten minutes we were seated on heawskms be- 
fore a warm fire in a cozy Russian house, drmking cij 
after cup of fragrant tea, and talking over oui nigh s 
adventures. 


CHAPTER XXV. 


The village of Pcnzhina is a little collection of log- 
houses, fiat-topped yoiirts, and four-legged bologans, situ- 
ated on the north bank of the river which bears its name, 
about half-way between the Okhotsk Sea and Anadyrsk. 
It is inhabited principally by “ meschans,” or free Rus- 
sian peasants, but contains also in its scanty population 
a few “Chooances” or aboriginal Siberian natives, who 
were subjugated by the Russian Cossacks in the eigh- 
teenth century, and who now speak the language of their 
conquerors and gain a scanty subsistence by fishing and 
trading in furs. The town is sheltered on the north by a 
very steep bluff about a hundred feet in height, which, 
like all hills in the vicinity of Russian settlements, bears 
upon its summit a curiously-shaped Greek cross with 
three arms. The river opposite the settlement is about 
a hundred yards in width, and its banks are heavily tim- 
bered with birch, larch, poplar, willow, and aspen. Own- 
ing to warm springs in its bed, it never entirely freezes 
over at this point, and in a temperature of 40"^' below 
zero gives off dense clouds of steam which hide the vil- 
lage from sight as efirectiially as a London fog. 

We remained at Penzhina three days, gathering infor- 
mation about the surrounding country and engaging men 
to cut poles for our line. We found the people to be 
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cheerful, good-natuicd, aird hospitable, and “ 

do all which lay in their power to further our p ans ■, to , 
of course, the/had rtever heard of a tdegrap^r, and could 
not imagine what we were going to d" J'* “ 

which we were so anxious to have cut. omc salt , 
we intended to build a wooden road from 
Anadyrsk, so that it would be possible to travel back and 
forth in the summer; others contended with some show 
of probability that two men, even if they ■a.m .imeucans, 
could not construct a wooden road, six hundred versts 
Iona, and that our real object was to build some soit of a 
huge house. When questioned as to the use of this im- 
mense edifice, however, the advocates of the house theory 
were covered with confusion, and could only insist upon 
the physical impossibility of a road, and call upon their 
opponents to accept the house or suggest something le - 
ter We succeeded in engaging sixteen able-bodied men, 
however, to cut poles for a reasonable compensation, 
vave them the required dimensions— twenty-one feet long 
Ind five inches in diameter at the top-and instructed 
the m to cut as many as possible, and pile them up along 
the banlts of the river. 

I may as well mention here, that when 1 returned from 
Anadyrsk in March I went to look at the poles, 50° 
number, which the Penzhina men had cut. I found, to 
my great astonishment, that there was hardly one of them 
less than twelve inches in diameter at the top, and that 
the majority were so heavy and unwieldy that a dozen 
men could not move them. I told the natives that l^i^cy 
would not do, and asked why they had not cut smaller 
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ones, as 1 had directed. They replied that they supposed 
I wanted to build some kind of a road on the tops of 
tiiese poles, and tliey knew that poles only five inches in 
diameter would not be strong enough to hold it up ! 
They had accordingly cut trees large enough to be used as 
pillars for a state-house. They still lie there, buried in 
Arctic snows ; and I have no doubt that many years 
hence, when ATacaulay’s New Zealander shall have fin- 
ished sketching the ruins of St. Paul’s and shall have gone 
to Siberia to complete his education, he will be enter- 
tained by his native drivers with stories of how two crazy 
Americans once tried to build an elevated railroad from 
the Okhotsk Sea to Behring’s Straits. I only hope that 
the New Zealander will write a book, and confer upon the 
two crazy Americans the honor and the immortality 
which their labors deserved, but which the elevated rail- 
road failed to give. 

We left Penzhina on the 3i5t day of December for 
Anadyrslc. After travelling all day, as usual, over a bai*- 
ren steppe, we camped for the night near the foot of a 
white isolated peak called Nalgim, in a terrible tempera- 
ture of 53° below zero. It was New Year’s Eve ; and 
as I sat by the fire in my heaviest furs, covered from head 
to foot mth frost, I thought of the great change which a 
single year had made in ray surroundings. New Year’s 
Eve, 1 864, I had spent in Central America ; riding on a 
mule from I^ake Nicaragua to the Pacific Coast, tlirough 
a magnificent tropical forest. New Year’s Eve, 18(55, 
found me squatting on a great snoivy ])lain near the 
Arctic circle, trying, in a temperature of 53''’ below zero, 
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to eat up my soup before it froze solidly to the plate. 
Hardly could there have been a greater contrast. ^ 

Our camp near Mount Nalgim abounded in trail- 
ing pine, and wc made a fire which sent up a column of 
ruddy flame ten feet in height; but it did not seem to 
have much influence upon the atmosphere. Our eyelids 
froze together while we were drinking tea ; our soup, 
taken hot from the kettle, froze in our tin plates before 
we could possibly finish eating it ; and the breasts of our 
fur-coats were covered with a white rime, while we sat 
only a few feet from a huge blazing camp-fire. Tin 
plates, knives, and spoons burned the bare hand when 
touched, almost exactly as if they were red hot ; and water, 
spilled on a little piece of board only fourteen inches 
from the fire, froze solid in less than two minutes. The 
warm bodies of our dogs gave off clouds of steam ; and 
even the bare hand, wiped perfectly dry, exhaled a thin 
vapor when exposed to the air. We had never before 
experienced so low a temperature ; but we suffered very 
little except from cold feet, and Dodd declared, that with 
a good fire and plenty of fat food he would not be afraid 
to try fifteen degrees lower. The greatest cause of suf- 
fering in Siberia is wind. Twenty degrees below zero, 
with a fresh breeze, is almost unendurable ; and a gale of 
wind, with a temperature of —40'’, would kill every living 
thing exposed to its influence. Intense cold of itself is 
not particularly dangerous to life. A man who will eat 
a hearty supper of dried fish and tallow, dress himself in a 
Siberian costume, and crawl into a heavy fur bag, may 
spend a night out-doors in a temperature of — 70" without 
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any very serious danger.; but if he is tired out with long 
travel, if his clothes are -wet with iDerspiration, or if he 
has not enough to eat, he may freeze to death with the 
thermometer at zero. The most important rules for an 
Arctic traveller are : To eat plenty of fat food ; to avoid 
over-exertion and night journeys ; and never to get into 
a profuse perspiration by violent exercise for the sake of 
temporary warmth. I have seen Wandering Chookchces, 
in a region destitute of wood and in a dangerous tempera- 
ture, travel all day with aching feet rather th.an exhaust 
their strength by trying to 'warm them in running. I'hey 
■would never exercise except when it w'as absolutely neces- 
sary to keep from freezing. As a natural consequence, 
they were almost as fresh at night as they had been in the 
morning, and if they failed to find 'wood, for a fire, or were 
compelled by some unforeseen exigency to travel through- 
out the twenty-four hours, they had the strength to do it. 
An inexperienced traveller, under the same circumstances, 
would have exhausted all his energy during the day in try- 
ing to keep perfectly warm ; and at night, wet with per- 
spiration and tired out by too much violent exercise, he 
would almost inevitably have frozen to death. 

For two hours after supper, Dodd and I sat by the fire, 
trying experiments to see what the intense cold would do. 
About eight o’clock the heavens became suddenly over- 
cast with clouds, and in less than an hour the thermo- 
meter had risen nearly thirty degrees. Congratulating 
ourselves upon this fortunate change in the weather, \ve 
crawled into our fur bags and slept away as much as we 
could of the long Arctic night. 
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Our life for the next few days was the same monoto- 
nous routine of riding, camping and sleeping with which we 
were already so familiar. The country over which we 
passed was generally bleak, desolate, and uninteresting ; 
the weather was cold enough for discomfort, but not 
enough so to make out-door life dangerous or exciting ; 
the days were only two or three hours in length and the 
nights were interminable. Going into camp early in the 
afternoon, when the sun disappeared, we had before us 
about twenty hours of darkness, in which we must either 
amuse ourselves in some way, or sleep. Twenty hours’ 
sleep for any one but a Rip Van Winkle was rather an 
over-dose, and during at least half that time we could think 
of nothing better to do than sit around the camp-fire on 
bear-skins and talk. Ever since leaving Petropavlovski, 
talking had been our chief amusement ; and although it 
had answered very well for the first hundred nights or so, 
it was now becoming a little monotonous and our mental 
resources were running decidedly low. We could not 
think of a single subject about which we knew anything 
that had not been talked over, criticised, and discussed 
to the very bone. We had related to each other in detail 
the whole history of our respective lives, together with the 
lives of all our ancestors as far bade as we knew anything 
about them. We had discussed in full every known pro- 
blem of Love, War, Science, Politics, and Religion, includ- 
ing a great many that we knew nothing whatever about, 
and had finally been reduced to such topics of conversa- 
tion as tlie size of the army with which Xerxes invaded 
Greece and the probable extent of the Noachiau deluge. 






As there was no j^ossibility of arriving at any mutually satis- 
fectory conclusion with regard, to either of these impor- 
tant questions, the debate had been prolonged for twenty 
or thirty consecutive nights and finally left open for future 
consideration. In cases of desperate emergency, when all 
other topics of conversation failed, we knew that we ('ould 
return to Xerxes and the Flood ; but those subjects had 
been dropped by the tacit consent of both parties soon 
after leaving Geezhega, and \yere held in reserve as a 
“ dernier ressort ” for stormy nights in Korak yourts. One 
night as we were encamped on a great steppe north of 
Shestakova, the happy idea occurred to me that I might 
pass away these long evenings out of doors, by delivering 
a course of lectures to my native drivers upon the wonders 
of modern science. It would amuse me, and at the same 
time instruct them — or at least I hoped it would, and I 
proceeded at once to put the plan into execution. I turned 
my attention first to Astronomy. Gamping out on the open 
steppe, with no roof above except the starry sky, I had 





every facility for the illustration of ray subject, and night 
after night as we travelled to the northward I might have 
been seen in the centre of a group of eager natives, whose 
swarthy faces -were lighted up by the red blaze of the camp- 
fire, and who listened with childish curiosity while I ex- 
plained the phenomena of the seasons, the revolution of 
the planets round the sun, and the causes of a lunar eclipse. 
I was compelled, like John Phoenix, to manufixctnre my 
own orrery, and I did it with a lump of frozen tallow to re- 
present the earth, a chunk of black bread for the moon, and 
small pieces of dried meat for the lesser planets. The re- 
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semblance to the heavenly bodies was not, I must confess, 
very striking ; but by making believe pretty hard we man- 
aged to get along. A spectator would have been amused 
could he have seen with what grave solemnity I circula- 
ted the bread and tallow in their respective orbits, and 
have heard the long-drawn exclamations of astonishment 
from the natives as I brought the bread into eclipse be- 
liind the lump of tallow. My first lecture would have been 
a grand success if ray native audience had only been able 
to understand the representative and symbolical character 
of the bread and tallow. The great trouble was that tlieir 
imaginative faculties were weak. They could not be made 
to see that bread stood for the moon and tallow for the 
earth, but persisted in regarding them as so many terres- 
trial productions having an intrinsic value of their own. 
They accordingly melted up the earth to drink, devoured 
the moon whole, and wanted another lecture immediatel)'-. 
I endeavored to explain to them that these lectures were 
intended to be fljtronomical, not ^u-rtronomical, and that 
eating and drinking up the heavenly bodies in this reckless 
way was very improper. Astronomical science I assured 
them did not recognize any such eclipses as those pro- 
duced by swallowing the planets, and however satisfactory 
•such a course might be to them, it was very demoralizing to 
my orrery. Remonstrances had very little effect, and I 
was compelled to provide a new sun, moon, and earth for 
every lecture. It soon became evident to me that these 
astronomical feasts were becoming altogether too popular, 
for my audience thought nothing of eating up a whole so- 
lar system everj^ night, and planetary material was becora- 
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ing scarce. I was finally compelled, therefore, to use 
stones and snow-balls to represent celestial bodies, instead 
of bread and tallow, and from that time the interest in 
astronomical phenomena gradually abated and the popu- 
larity of my lectures steadily declined until I was left 
without a single hearer. 

The short winter day of three hours had long since 
closed and tlie night was far advanced when after twenty- 
three days of rough travel we drew near our final destina- 
tion — the uliima Thule of Russian civilization. I was lying 
on my sledge nearly buried in heavy furs and half asleep, 
when the distant barking of dogs announced our approach 
to the village of Anadyrsk. I made a hurried attempt to 
change my thick fur “ torbassa ” and overstockings for 
American boots, but was surprised in the very act by the 
drawing up of my sledge before the house of the Russian 
priest, where we intended to stop until we could make 
arrangements for a house of our own. 

A crowd of curious spectators had gathered about the 
door to see the wonderful Amerikanse about whom they had 
heard, and prominent in the centre of the fur-clad group 
stood the priest, Avith long flowing hair and beard, dressed 
in a voluminous black robe, and holding above liis head 
a long tallow candle which flared Avildly in the cold night 
air. As soon as I could disencumber my feet of my over- 
stockings I alighted from ray sledge, amid profound boAVS 
and “ zdrastvuitias ” from the crowd, and received a hearty 
Avelcome from the patriarchal priest. Three Aveeks rough- 
ing it in the Avildernesshad not, I fancy, improved my per- 
sonal appearance, and my costume Avould have excited a 


283 


tent life in SIBERIA. 


sensation anywhere except in Siberia. My face, which was 
not over dean, was darkened by three weeks’ growth of 
beard ; niy hair was in confusion and hung in long ragged 
locks over my forehead, and the fringe of shaggy black 
bear-skin around my face gave me a peculiarly wild and 
savage expression of countenance. The American boots 
which I had hastily drawn on as we entered the^ village 
were all that indicated any previous acquaintance with civil- 
ization. Replying to the respectful salutations of the 
Chooances, Yoo-krig-hirs, and Russian Cossacks who in 
yellow fur hoods and spotted deer-skin coats crowded 
about the door, I followed the priest into the house. It 
was the second dwelling worthy the name of house which 
T had entered in twenty-two days, and after the smoky 
Korak yourts of Kooeel, Meekina, and Shestakova, it 
seemed to me to be a perfect palace. The floor was car- 
peted with soft, dark deer-skins in which one’s feet sank 
deeply at every step ; a blazing fire burned in a neat fire- 
place in one corner, and flooded the room with cheeiful 
light ; the tables were covered with bright American table- 
cloths ; a tiny gilt taper was lighted before a massive gilt 
shrine opposite the door j the windows were of glass 
instead of the slabs of ice and the smoky fish-bladders to 
which I had become accustomed ; a few illustrated news- 
papers lay on a stand in one corner, and everything in the 
house was arranged with a taste and view to comfort 
which were as welcome to a tired traveller as they were 
unexpected in this land of desolate steppes and uncivili/ed 
people. Dodd, who was driving his own sledge, had not 
yet arrived; but from the door we could hear a voice in 
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the adjoining forest singing “Won’t I be glad when I get 
out of the wilderness, out o’ the wilderness, out o’ the 
wilderness ” — the musician being entirely unconscious that 
he was near the village, or that his melodiously expressed 
desire to “ get out o’ the wilderness ” was overheard by 
any one else. My Russian was not extensive or accurate 
enough to enable me to converse very satisfactorily with 
the j)riest, and I was heartily glad when Dodd gat out of 
the wilderness, and appeared to relieve my embarrassment. 
He didn’t look much better than I did ; that was one 
comfort. I drew mental comparisons as soon as he en- 
tered the room and convinced myself that one looked as 
much like a Korak as the other, and that either could 
claim precedence in point of civilization on account of 
superior elegance of dress. /We shook hands with the 
priest’s w'ife— a pale slender lady with light hair and dark 
eyes — made the acquaintance of two or three pretty little 
children, who fled from us in affright as soon as they were 
released, and finally seated ourselves at the table to drink 
tea. 

Our host’s cordial manner soon put us at our ease, and 
in ten minutes Dodd was rattling off fluently a highly- 
colored account of our adventures and sufferings, laugh- 
ing, joking, and drinking vodka with the priest, as un- 
ceremoniously as if he had known him. for ten years 
in.stead of as many minutes. That was a peculiar gift of 
Dodd’s, which I often used to envy. In five minutes, 
with the assistance of a little vodka, he would break down 
' the ceremonious reserve of the sever-est old jiatriarch in 
the whole Greek Church, and completely carry him by 
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storni j while I could only sit by uud smile feebly, wilhouL 
being able to say a word. Great is “ the gift o’ gab.’' 

After an excellent supper of “schee” or cabbage-soiq), 
fried cutlets, white bread and butter, we spread our bear- 
skins down on the floor, undressed ourselves for the 
second time in three weeks, and went to bed. The sen- 
sation of sleeping without furs, and with uncovered heads, 
was so strange, that for a long time we lay awake, watch- 
ing the red flickering fire-light on the wall, and enjoying 
the delicious warmth of soft, fleecy blankets, and the 
luxury of unconfined limbs and bare feet. 


CHAPTER. XXVL 


The four little Russian and native villages just south 
of the Arctic circle, which are collectively known as Ana- 
dyrsk, form the last link in the great chain of settlements 
which extends in one almost unbroken line from the Ural 
Mountains to Behring’s Straits. Owing to their pecu- 
liarly isolated situation, and the difficulties and hardships 
of travel during the only season in which they are acces- 
sible, they had never, previous to our arrival, been visited 
by any foreigner, with the single exception of a Swedish 
officer in the Russian service, who led an exploring party 
from Anadyrsk toward Behring’s Straits, in the winter of 
1859-60. Cut off, during half the year, from all the rest 
of the world, and visited only at long intervals by a few 
half-civilized traders, this little quadruple village was 
almost as independent and self-sustained as if it were 
situated in the midst of the open Polar Sea. Even its 
existence, to those who had no dealings with it, was a 
matter of question. It was founded early in the eight- 
eenth century, by a band of roving, adventurous Cos- 
sacks, who, having conquered nearly all the rest of 
Siberia, pushed through the mountains from Kolyma to 
the Anadyr, drove out the Chookchees, who resisted then- 
advance and established a military post on the river, a 
few versts above the site of the present settlement. A 
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desultory warfare then began between the Chookchees 
and the Russian invaders, which lasted, with varying suc- 
cess, for many years. During a considerable part of the 
time Anadyrsk was garrisoned by a force of six hundred 
men and a battery of artillery; but after the discovery 
and settlement of Kamtchatka it sank into comparative 
unimportance, the troops were mostly withdrawn, and it 
was finally captured by the Chockchees and burned. 
During the war w'hich resulted in the destruction of 
Anadyrsk, two native tribes called the Chooanccs and 
Yookaghirs, who had taken sides with the Russians, were 
almost annihilated by the Chookchees, and were never 
able afterward to regain their distinct tribal individuality. 
The few who were left lost all their reindeer and camp 
equipage, and were compelled to settle down with their 
Russian allies, and gain a livelihood by hunting and fish- 
ing. They have gradually adopted Russian customs 
and lost all their distinctive traits of character ; and in a 
few years not a single living soul ivill speak the languages 
of those once powerful tribes. By the Russians, ^ Choo- 
ances, and Yookaghirs, Anadyrsk was finally rebuilt, and 
became in time a trading-post of considerable importance, 
q obacco, which had been introduced by the Russians, soon 
acquired great popularity with the Chookchees ; and foi 
the sake of obtaining this highlyqinzed luxury they ceased 
hostilities, and began making yearly visits to Anadyrsk 
for the purpose of trade. They never entirely lost, how- 
ever, a certain feeling of enmity against the Russians who 
had invaded their territory, and for many years would 
have no dealings with them except at the end of a spear. 
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They Avould hang a bundle of furs or a choice walrus 
tooth upon the shaip polished blade of a long Choohchee 
lance, and if a Russian trader chose to take it off and 
suspend in its place a fair equivalent in the shape of 
tobacco, well and good; if not, there was no trade. 
This plan guaranteed absolute security against fraud, for 
there was not a Russian in all Siberia who dared to cheat 
one of these fierce savages, with the blade of a long lance 
ten inches from his breast bone. Honesty ivas enipliati- 
cally the best policy, and the moral suasion of a Chook- 
chee spear developed the most disinterested benevolence 
in the breast of the man wiio stood at the sharp end. The 
trade which was thus established still continues to be a 
source of considerable profit to the inhabitants of Ana- 
dyrsk, and to the Russian merchants who come there 
every year from Heezhega. 

The four small villagesavhich compose the settlement 
and which are distinctively known as “ Pokorookof,” 
“Psoikin," “Markova,” and “The Crepast,” have alto- 
gether a population of perhaps two hundred souls. The 
central village, called Markova, is the residence of the 
}.»riest and boasts a small rudel}>^biiilt church, but in win- 
ter it is a dreary place. Its small log-houses have no win- 
dows but thick slabs of ice cut from the river ; many of 
them are sunken in the ground for the sake of greater 
warmth, and all arc more or less buried in snow. A dense 
forest of larch, poplar, and aspen surrounds the town, so 
tliat the traveller coming from Geczh.ega sometimes has 
to hunt for it a whole day, and if he be not familiar with 
the net-work of channels into which the Anadyr River is 
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of all font settlements divide their nme m summc. e- 
Itr thing and hunting dm wild reindeer, winch maU 
twtcn » ^ immense herds. In 

atentwr^^^ their sledges, visrt- 
wintei tl y t Wandering Chookchees, 

ing and m-cat annual fair at Kolyma, 

going withrnerchandisc to the 

ttt 'a distance of seventy-five miles above, ts densely 
ad with trees eighteen and twenty four inches in dia- 
Teter although the ratitude of the tipper portion of it ts 
f,6» N. The climate is very severe ; metemological o - 
- which we made at Markova in l-ebruar), 1867, 
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showed that on Sixteen clajs m ^ 

. . ,qO on eight, days it went below 5 > 

meter went to 4 ? 

::l::;rien:ed in Siberia. Tim 
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life there in the winter of 1866 as much as we had enjoy 
ed any part of our previous Siberian expenonco. 

Z Ly which Lceeded our aixival we spent in rest- 


ing a,nd making ourselves as presentable as possible, with 
the limited resources afforded by our seal-skin trunks. 

Thursday, January 6th, N. S., was the Russian Christ- 
mas, and we all rose about four hours before daylight to 
attend an early service in the church. Everybody in the 
house was up ; a fire burned brightly in the fn-e -place ; 
gilded tapers nvere lighted before all the holy pictures and 
shrines in our room, and the air was fragrant with incense. 
Out of doors there was not yet a sign of daybreak. The 
Pleiades were low down in the west, the great constella- 
tion of Orion had begun to sink, and a faint aurora w'as 
streaming up over the tree-tops north of the village. 
From every chimney around rose columns of smoke and 
sparks, which showed that the inhabitants were all astir. 
We walked over , to the little log-church as quickly as 
possible, but the service had already commenced when 
we entered, and .silently took our places in tire crowd of 
bowing worshippers. The sides of the room were lined 
with pictures of patriarchs and Russian saints, before 
which were burning long wax candles wound spirally 
with strips of gilded paper. Clouds of blue fragrant in- 
cense rolled up toward the roof from swinging censers, 
and the deep intonation of the gorgeously-attired jrriest 
contrasted strangely with the high .soprano chanting of 
the choir. Tire service of the Greek Church is more 
impressive, if anything, than that of the Romish ; but as 
it is conducted in the old Sclavonic language, it is almost 
wholly unintelligible. The priest is occupied during most 
of the time in gabbling rapid prayers which nobody can 
understand ; swinging a censer, bowung, crossing himself, 
T3 
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and 
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the interior of Siberia. Rude as ,t may be u exeeu^^^^^ 
it breathes the very spirit of devotion and 
stood through a long service of two or three houis, foi the 
sake of hearing a few chanted psalms and piaje s. 
the tedious, rapid, and mixed-up jabbering °f 
fre&ved It short intervals by the varied and beauti u Uy- 
modulated “Gospodi pameelui” ((,od, have meicj 
o Padai Gospodin" (Grant, O Lord 1) of the choir. The 

cotregation stands throughout even die longest service 
and seems to be wholly absorbed in devotion. AH cross 
themselves and bow incessantly in response to the wi 
of the priest, and not unfreqtiently prostrate themseUes 
entirely, and reverently press their foreheads and lips to 

the floor. To a spectator this seems veiy cuitous. 

moment he is surrounded by a crowd of fur-clad nativ e 
and Cossacks, who seem to be listening quietly to the sci- 
vice; then suddenly the whole congregation goes uown 
upon the floor, like a platoon of infantry under the li.e 
a masked battery, and he is left standing alone m the mids 
of nearly a hundred prostrate forms. At the concltis ., 
of the Christmas monling service the choir burst forth into 
a jubilant hymn, to express the joy of the angels over 
the Saviouris birth ; and amid the discordant jangling ol 
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a chime of bells, which hung in a little log-tower at the 
door, Dodd and Lmade our wa]^ out of the church, and 
returned to the house to drink tea. I had just finished 
iny last cup and lighted a cigarette, when the door sud- 
denly opened, half a dozen men, with grave, impassioned 
countenances, marched in in single file, stopped a few 
paces from the holy pictures in the corner, crossed them- 
selves devoutly in unison, and began to sing a simple but 
sweet Russian melody, beginning with the words, “ Christ 
is born.” Not expecting to hear Christinas carols in a 
little Siberian settlement on the Arctic circle, I was taken 
GOinpletely by surprise, and could only stare in amazer 
ment— first at Dodd, to see what he thought about it, 
and then at the singers. The latter, in their musical 
ecstasy, seemed to entirely ignore our presence, and not 
until they had finished did they turn to us, shake hands, 
and wish tis a merry Christmas. Dodd gave each of 
them a few kopecks, and with repeated wishes of merry 
Christmas, long life, and much happiness to our “High 
E.xcellencie.s,” the men withdrew to visit in turn the 
other houses of the village. One band of singers came 
after anotlier, until at dajdight all the younger portion of 
the i)opulation had visited our house, and received our 
kopecks. Some of the smaller boys, more intent upon 
the acquisition of coppers than they were upon the so- 
lemnity of the cei'emony, rather marred its effect by 
closing up their hymn with “ Christ is born ; gim’rae 
some money!” but most of them behaved with the ut- 
most propriety, and left us greatly pleased with a custom 
so beautiful and appropriate. At sunrise all the tapers 
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^vere extinguished, the people donned their gayest ap- 
parel, and the whole village gave itself up to the unre- 
strained enjoyment of a grand holiday. Be s ^ _ 

incessantly from the church tower; dog-sledges, loaded 
with girls, went dashing about the streets, capsizing 
into snow-drifts, and rushing furiously down hills, amid 
shouts of laughter ; women in gay flowery calico dresses, 
with their hair tied up in crimson silk handkerchiefs, 
walked from house to house, paying visits of congratula- 
tion, and talking over the arrival of the distinguished 
American officers ; crowds of men played foot-ball on the 
snow, and the whole settlement presented an animated, 
lively appearance. 

On the evening of the third day after Christmas, the 
priest gave in our honor a grand Siberian ball, to which 
all the inhabitants of the four villages were invited, and 
for which the most elaborate preparations were made. 

at the house of a priest on Sunday night struck me 
as implying a good deal of inconsistency, and I hesitated 
about sanctioning so plain a violation of the fourth com- 
mandment. Dodd, however, proved to me in the most 
conclusive manner that, owing to difference in time, it 
Avas Saturday in America and not Sunday at all ; that oUr 
friends at that very moment Avere engaged in business or 
pleasure, and that our happening to be on the other side 
Avorldwas no reason Avhy we should not do Avhat 
friends were doing at exactly the same 
time, I was conscious that this reasoning was sophisti- 
cal, but Dodd mixed me up so Avith his “ longitude,” 
“BoAvditch’s Navigators,” ‘‘Russian 
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Sundays” and “American Sundays,” that I was hopelessly 
bewildered, and couldn’t have told for my life whether it 
was to-day in America or yesterday, or when a Siberian 
Sunday did begin. I finally concluded that as the Rus- 
sians kept Saturday night, and began another week at sun- 
set on the Sabbath, a dance would perhaps be sufficiently 
innocent for that evening. According to Siberian ideas 
of propriety it was just the thing, 

A inartition was removed in our house, the floor made 
bare, the room brilliantly illuminated with candles stuck 
against the wall with melted grease, benches placed 
around three sides of the house for the ladies, and about 
five o’clock the pleasure seekers began to assemble. 
Rather an early hour perhaps for a ball, but it seemed 
a very long time after dark. The crowd which soon 
gathered numbered about forty, the men being all 
dressed in heavy fur kookhlfinkas, fur pantaloons, and fur 
boots, and the ladies in thin white muslin and flowery 
calico prints. The costumes of the respective sexes did 
not seem to harmonize very well, one being light and 
airy enough for an African summer, and the other suitable 
for a Polar expedition in search of Sir John Franklin. 
However, the general effect was very picturesque. The 
orchestra which was to furnish the music consisted of 
two rudely made violins, two “bellalikas” or triangular 
native guitars with two strings each, and a huge coin]), 
prepared with a piece of paper in a manner familiar to 
all boys. Feeling a little curiosity to see how an affair 
of this kind would be managed upon Siberian principles 
of etiquette, I sat quietly in a sheltered corner and watched 
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the proceedings. The ladies, as fast as they arrived, 
seated themselves in a solemn row along a wooden bench 
at one end of the room, and the men stood up m a dense 
throng at the other. Everybody was preternaturally 
No one smiled, no one said anything ; and the 
silence was unbroken save by an occasional rasping 
from an asthmatic fiddle in the orchestra, or a 
melancholy toot, toot, as one of the musicians tuned his 
comb. If this was to be the nature of the entertainment, 

I could not see any impropriety in having it on Sunday. 
It was as mournfully suggestive as a funeral. Little did 
I know, however, the capabilities of excitement which 
concealed under the sober exteriors of those natives. 
In a few moments a little stir around the door announced 
refreshments, and a young Chooancee brought round and 
handed to me a huge wooden bowl, holding about four 
quarts of raw frozen cranberries. I thought it could not 
be possible that I was expected to eat four quarts of 
frozen cranberries 1 but I took a spoonful or two, and 
looked to Dodd for instructions. He motioned to me to 
pass them along, and as they tasted like acidulated hail- 
and gave me the toothache, I wars very glad to do so. 
The next course consisted of another wooden bowl, 
with what seemed to: be white pine shavings, and I 
looked at it in perfect astonishment. Frozen cran- 
pine shavings w^ere the most extraordinary re- 
freshments which I had; ever seen— even in Siberia ; but 
I prided myself upon my ability to eat almost anything, 
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T found upon trial, to be thin shavings of raw frozen fish 
— a great delicac)^ among the Siberians, and one with 
which, under the name of strooganini,” I afterward 
became very familiar. I succeeded in disposing of these 
fishy shavings without any more serious result than an 
aggravation of my tootliache. They were followed l)y 
■white bread and butter, cranbeny tarts, and cups of boil- 
ing hot tea, with which the supper finally ended. We 
were then supposed to be prepared for the labors of the 
evening; and after a good deal of preliminary scraping 
and tuning the orchestra struck up with a lively Rus- 
sian dance called “ kapalooshka.” The heads and right 
legs of the musicians all beat time emphatically to the 
music, the man with the comb blew himself red in the 
face, and the wdiole assembly began to sing. In a mo- 
ment one of the men, clad in a spotted deer-skin coat and 
buck-skin pantaloons, sprang into the centre of the room 
and bowed low to a lady wfiio sat upon one end of a long 
crowded bench. The lady rose with a graceful courtesy 
and they began a sort of half dance half pantomime about 
the room, advancing and retiring in perfect time to the 
music, crossing over and whirling swiftly around, the man 
apparently making love to the lady, and the lady repuls- 
ing all his advances, turning away and hiding her face 
■with her handkerchief. After a feiv moments of this 
dumb show the lady retired and anothei* took her place ; 
the music doubled its energy and rapidity, the dancers 
began the execution of a tremendous “break-down,” 
and shrill exciting cries of “ Heekh ! Heekb ! Heekh 1 
Vallai-i-i 1 Ne fstavai-i-i ! ” resounded from all parts of the 
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room, together with terrific tootings from the comb and 
the beating of half a hundred feet on the bare planks. 
My blood began to dance in my veins with the contagious 
excitement. Suddenly the man dropped down upon his 
stomach on the floor at the feet of his partner, and began 
jumping around like a huge broken-legged grasshopper 
upon his elbows and the ends of his toes ! This extra- 
ordinary feat brought down the house in the wildest en- 
thusiasm, and the uproar of shouting and singing drowned 
all the instruments except the comb, which still droned 
away like a Scottish bag-pipe in its last agonies ! Such 
singing, such dancing, and such excitement, I had never 
before witnessed. It swept away my self-possession like 
the blast of a trumiiet sounding a charge. At last, the 
man, after dancing successively with all the ladies in the 
room, stopped, apparently exhausted— -and I have no 
doubt that he was— and with the perspiration rolling in 
streams down his face, went in search of some frozen 
cranberries to refresh himself after his violent exertion. 
To this dance, which is called the “ Rooske,” succeeded 
another known as the “ Cossack wvaltz,” in which Dodd 
to my great astonishment promptly joined. I knew I 
could dance anything he could ; so, inviting a lady in red 
and blue calico to participate, I took my place on the 
floor. The excitement was perfectly indescribable, when 
the two Americans began revolving swiftly around the 
room ; the musicians became almost frantic in their en- 
deavors to play faster, the man with the comb blew him- 
self into a fit of coughing and had to sit down, and a 
regular tramp, tramp, tramp, from fifty or sixty feet, 
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marked time to the music, together with encouraging 
shouts of “ Vallai ! Amerikanse ! Heekh ■ Heekh ! 
Heekh !” and the tumultuous singing of the whole 
crazy multitude. The pitch of excitement to which these 
natives work themselves up in the course of these dances 
is almost incredible, and it has a wonderfully inspiriting 
effect even upon a foreigner. Had I not been tem- 
irorarily insane with unnatural enthusiasm, I should never 
have made myself ridiculous by attempting to dance 
that Cossack waltz. It is considered a great breach of 
etiquette in Siberia, after once getting upon the floor, 
to sit down until you have danced, or at least offered to 
dance with all the ladies in the room ; and if they are at 
all numerous, it is a very fatiguing sort of amusement. 
By the time Dodd and I finished we were ready to rush 
out doors, sit clown on a snow-bank, and eat frozen flsh 
and cranberry hail-stones by the quart. Our whole 
I^hysical system seemed melting with fervent heat. 

As an illustration of the esteem, with which iVmericans 
are regarded in that benighted settlement of Anaclyrsk, 
I will just mention that in the course of my Cossack waltz 
I stepped accidentally with my heavy boot upon the foot 
of a Russian peasant. I noticed that his face wore for a 
moment an expression of intense pain, and as soon as the 
dance was over, I went to him with Dodd as interpreter 
to apologize. He internipted me with a profusion of 
bows, protested that it didn’t hurt him at all, and declared 
with an emphasis u'hich testified to his .sincerity, that he 
considered it an honor to have his toe stepped on by an 
American! I had never before realized what a proud 
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and enviable distinction I enjoyed in being a native of our 
highly favored country ! I could stalk abroad into foreign 
lands with a reckless disregard for everybody’s toes, 
and the full assurance that the more toes I stepped on 
the more honor I would confer upon benighted foreigners, 
and the more credit I would reflect upon my own bene- 
volent disposition ! This was clearly the place for unap- 
preciated Americans to come to; and if any young man 
finds that his merits arc not properly recognized at home, 

I advise him in all seriousness to go to Siberia, where the 
natives will consider it an honor to have him step on their 
toes. 

Dances interspersed with curious native games and 
frequent refreshments of frozen cranberries prolonged the 
entertainment until two o’clock, when it finally broke up, 
having lasted nine hours. I have described somewhat in 
detail this dancing party because it is the principal amuse- 
ment of the senii-civilized inhabitants of all the Russian 
settlements in Siberia, and shows better than anything 
else the careless, happy disposition of the people. 

Throughout the holidays the whole population did no- 
thing bur pay visits, give tea parties, and amuse them- 
selves with dancing, sleigh-riding, and playing ball. 
Every evening between Christmas and New bands 

of masqueraders dressed in fantastic costumes vent 
around with music to all the houses in the village and 
treated the inmates to songs and dances. The inhabitants 
of these little Russian settlements in Northeastern Sibe- 
ria are the most careless, warm-hearted, hospitable people 
in the world, and their social life, rude as it is, partakes of 
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all these charactezistics. There is no ceremony or affec- 
tation, no putting on of style by any particular class. 
All mingle unreservedly together and treat each other 
with the most affectionate cordiality, the men often ld.ss- 
ing one another when they meet and part, as if they were 
brothers. Their isolation from all the re.st of the world 
seems to have bound them together with ties of mutual 
sympathy and dependence, and banished all feelings of 
envy, jealousy, and petty selfishness. During our stay 
with the priest we were treated with the most thoughtful 
consideration and kindness, and his small store of luxuries, 
such as flour, sugar, and butter, was spent lavishly in pro- 
viding for our table. As long as it lasted he was glad to 
share it with us, and never hinted at compensation or 
seemed to think that he w'as doing any more than hospi- 
tality required. 

With the first ten days of our stay at Anadyi'sk are 
connected some of the pleasantest recollections of our 
Siberian life. 


CHAPTER XXVIL 

SIBERIAN ADVENTURES IN SEARCH OF OUR COMRADES. 

Immediately after our arrival at Anadyrsk we had made 
inquiries as to the party of Americans who were said to be 
living somewdiere near the mouth of the Anadyr River; 
but w'e were not able to get any information in addition to 
that we already possessed. Wandering Chookchees had 
brought the news to the settlement that a small band of 
white men had been landed on the coast south of Behring s 
Straits late in the foil, from a “fire-ship” or steamer ; that 
they had dug a kind of cellar in the ground, covered it 
over with bushes and boards, and gone into winter quar- 
ters. Who they w'ere, what they had come for, and how 
long they intended to slay, were questions which now 
agitated the w'hole Chookchee nation, but wdiich no one 
could answer. Their little subterranean hut had been entire- 
ly buried, the natives said, by the drifting snmvs of winter, 
and nothing but a curious iron tube out of which came 
smoke and sparks showed w'here the white men lived. This 
curious iron tube which so puzzled the Chookchees we at 
once supposed to be a stoveqiipe, and it furnished the strong- 
est possible confirmation of th c truth of the story. X o Sibe- 
rian native could ever have invented the idea of a stove- 
pipe — somebody must have seen one ; and this fact alone 
convinced us beyond a doubt that there were Americans 
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living somewhere on the coast of Behring’s Sea- — probahly 
an exploring party landed by Colonel Eulkley to co-oper- 
ate with us. 

The instructions which the Major gave me when we left 
Geezhega did not provide for any such contingency as 
the landing of this party near Behring’s Straits, because at 
that time we had abandoned all hope of such co-operation 
and expected to explore the country by our own unaided 
exertions. The Engineer-in-chief had promised faithfully 
Avhen we sailed from San Erancisco, that if he should leaA-e 
a party of men at the mouth of the Anadyr River at all, 
he would leave them there early in the season with a large 
whale-boat, so that they could ascend the river to a settle- 
ment before the opening of winter. When we met the 
Anadyrsk people, therefore, at Geezhega, late in Novem- 
ber, and learned that nothing had been heard of any such 
party, we of course concluded that for some reason the 
plan which Col. Bulkley proposed had been given up. No 
one dreamed that he would leave a mere handful of men 
in the desolate region south of Behring’s Straits at the be- 
ginning of an Arctic winter, without any means whatever 
of transportation, without any shelter, surrounded by fierce 
tribes of lawless natives, and distant more than two hun- 
dred miles from the nearest civilized human being. What 
was such an unfortunate party to do ? They could only li\'e 
there in inactivity until they starved, were murdered, or 
were brought away by an expedition sent to their rescue 
from the interior. Such was the situation when Dodd and 
I arrivetl at Anadyrsk. Onr orders were to leave the Ana- 
dyr River unexplored until another season ; but we knew 
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that as soon as the Major should receive the letters which 
had passed through our hands at Shestakova he would 
learn that a party had been landed south of Behring’s 
Straits, and would send us orders by special courier to go 
in search of it and bring it to Anadyrsk, where it would be 
of some use. We therefore determined to anticipate these 
orders and hunt up that American stove-pipe upon our 
own responsiblity. 

Our situation, however, was a very peculiar one. We 
had no means of finding out where we were ourselves, 
or where the American party was. We had not been 
furnished with instruments for making astronomical ob- 
servations, could not determine with any kind of accuracy 
our latitude and longitude, and did not know whether 
w'e were two hundred miles from the Pacific Coast or five 
hundred. According to the report of Lieut. Phillippeus, 
who had partially explored the Anadyr River, it was 
about a thousand versts from the settlement to Anadyr 
Bay, while according to the dead reckoning which wc 
had kept from Geezhega it could not be over four hun- 
dred. The real distance was to us a question of vital 
importance, because we should be obliged to carry dog- 
food for the whole trip, and if it was anything like a 
thousand versts w^e should in all probability lose our dogs 
by starvation before we could possibly get back. Besides 
this, when we finally reached Anadyr Bay, if W'e ever did, 
we would have no means of finding out where the Ameri- 
cans were ; and unless w'e happened to meet a band of 
Chookchees who had seen them, w^e might wander over 
those desolate plains for a month without coming across 
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the stove-pipe, which was the only external sign of their 
subterranean habitation. It would be far worse than the 
proverlrial search for a needle in a haystack. 

When we made knoivn to the people of Anadyrsk our 
intention of going to the Pacific Coast, and called for 
volunteers to make tip a party, we met with the most 
discouraging opposition. The natives declared unani- 
mously that such a journey was impossible, that it had 
never been accomplished, that the lower Anadyr was 
swept by terrible storms, and perfectly destitute of wood, 
that the cold there was always intense, and that we 
should inevitably starve to death, freeze to death, or lose: 
all our dogs. They quoted the experience of Lieut. Phil- 
lippeus, who had narrowly escaped utter starvation in the 
same region in tS6o, and said that while he started in 
the spring we proposed to go in mid-winter, when the cold 
was most intense; and the storms most severe. Such an 
adventure they declared was almost certain to end in 
disaster. Our Cossack Gregorie, a' brave and trust- 
worthy old man, had been Lieut. Phillippeus’s guide and 
Chookchee interpreter in i860, and had been down the 
ri^’er about a hundred and fifty miles in winter, and knew' 
something about it. We accordingly dismissed the na- 
tives and talked the matter over with him. He said 
that as far as he had ever been towards Anadyr Bay there 
was trailing jiine enough along the banks of the river to 
supply us w'ith fire --wood, and that the country was no 
worse than much of that over which we had already trav- 
elled between Geezhega and Anadyrsk. ' He said that 
he was entirely willing to undertake the trip, and would 
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go with his own team of dogs wherever we would lead 
the way. The priest also, who had been down the livci 
in summei", believed the journey to be practicable, and 
said he would go himself if he could do any good. Upon 
the strength of this encouragement Ave gave the natives 
our final decision, showed them the letter which we 
brought from the Russian Governor at Geezhega autho- 
rizing us to demand men and sledges for all kinds ot scia ice, 
and told them that if they still refused to go we would 
send a. special messenger to Geezhega and report theii 
disobedience. : This threat and the example of our Cos- 
sack Gregorie, who was known to be an experienced 
guide from the Okhotsk Sea to the Arctic Ocean, finally 
had the desired effect. Eleven men agreed to go, and 
we began at once to collect dog-food and proAusions for 
an early start. We had as yet only the vaguest, most 
indefinite information Avith regard to the situation of the 
American party, and Ave determined to Avait a feAV days 
until a Cossack named Kozhevin, who had gone to visit 
some W;andering Chookchees, should return. The priest 
Avas sure that he Avould bring later and more trustworthy 
intelligence, because the Avandering natives throughout 
the Avhole country kncAV of the arrival of the mysterious 
Avhite men, and AAmuld probably tell Kozhevin approxi- 
mately Avhere they Avere. In the mean time Ave made 
some additions to our heavy suits of furs, prepared masks 
of squirrel-skin to he worn over the fiice in extremely low 
temperatures, and set all thcAvomen in the village at work 
upon a large fur tent. 

On Saturday, Jan. 20th, N. S., Kozhevin returned from 
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his visit to the Chookchees north of Anadyrsk, bringing as 
■\ve expected later and fuller particulars with regard to the 
party of exiled Americans south of Behring’s Straits. It 
consisted, according to the best Chookchee intelligence, of 
only five men, and was located on or near the Anadyr 
River, about one day’s journey above its mouth. These 
five men were living, as we had previously been told, in a 
little subterranean hut nidely constructed of bushes and 
boards, and entirely buned in drifted snow. They were 
said to be well supplied with provisions, and had a great 
many barrels, which the Chookchees supposed to contain 
“vodka,” but which we presumed to be barrels of salt-beef. 
They made a fire, the natives said, in the most wonderful 
manner by burning “black stones in an iron box,” while 
all the smoke came out mysteriously through a crooked 
iron tube which turned around when the wind blew ! In 
this vivid but comical description we of course recognized 
a coal stove and a pipe with a rotary funnel. They had 
also, Kozhevin was told, an enormous tame black bear, 
which they allowed to run loose around the house, and 
which chased away the Chookchees in a most energetic 
manner. When I heard this I could no longer restrain a 
hurrah of exultation. The party was made up of our old 
San Francisco comrades, and the tame black bear was Rob- 
inson’s Newfoundland dog ! I had petted him a hundred 
times in America and had his picture among my photo- 
graphs. He was the dog of the Expedition. There could 
no longer be any doubt whatever that the party thus bur- 
rowed under the snow on the great steppes south of Behr- 
ing’s Straits was the long talked of Anadyr River Explor- 
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ing Party, under the command of Lieut. Macrae ; and our 
hearts beat fast with excitement as we thought of the sur- 
prise which we would give our old friends and comrades 

by coming upon them suddenly in that desolate, Uod-ior- 
saken region, almost two thousand miles away from the 
])oint where they supposed we had landed. Such a meet- 
ing would repay us tenfold for all the hardships of oui 
Siberian life. • 

Everything, by this time, was ready for a start. Our 
sledges were loaded five feet high with provisions and dog- 
food for thirty days ; our fur tent was completed and pack- 
ed away, to be used if necessary in intensely cold weather ; 
bags, overstockings, masks, thick sleeping-coats, snow- 
shovels, axes, rifles, and long Siberian snow-shoes were 
distributed around among the different sledges, and every- 
thing which Gregorie, Dodd, and I could think of was done 

to insure the success of the expedition. 

On Monday morning, Jan. zed, the whole party assem- 
bled in front of the priest’s bouse. For the sake of econo- 
mizing transportation, and sharing the fortunes of our men, 
whatever they might be, Dodd and I abandoned our pavd- 
skas, and drove our own loaded sledges. We did not mean 
to have the natives say that we compelled them to go and 
then avoided our share of work and hardships. dFc entire 
• population of the village, men, women, and children, turn- 
ed out to see us off, and the street before the priest’s house 
was blocked up with a crowd of dark -faced men in spotted 
fur coats, scarlet sashes, and fierce-looking fox-skin hood.s, 
anxious-faced women running to and fro and bidding llreir 
husbands and brothers good-by, eleven long, narrow 
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sledges piled high with dried fish and covered with yellow 
buckskin and lashings of seal-skin thongs, and finally a 
hundred and twenty- five shaggy wolfish dogs, who drown- 
ed every other sound with their combined howls of fierce 
impatience. 

Our drivers w'ent into tlie priest’s house, and crossed 
themselves and prayed before the picture of the Saviour, 
as is their custom when starting on a long journej'. Dodd 
and I bade good-by to the kind-hearted priest, and re- 
ceived the cordial “s’ bokhem” (go with God), which is 
the Russian farewell ; and then springing upon our sledges, 
and releasing our frantic dogs, we went flying out of the 
village in a cloud of snow wflvich glittered like powdered 
jew'el-dust in the red sunshine. 

Beyond the two or three hundred miles of snowy 
desert which lay before us we could see, in imaginationj^ 
a shadowy stove-pipe rising out of a bank of snoiv — the 
“San greal” of which we, as Arctic knights-errant, were 
in search. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

I WILL not detain the reader long with the first part of 
our journey from Anadyrsk to the Pacific Coast, as it lyas 
only a new and revised edition of our previous Siberian 
experience. Riding all day over the ice of the river, or 
across barren steppes, and camping out at night on the 
snow, in all kinds of weather, made up our life ; and its 
dreary monotony was only relieved by anticipations of a 
joyful meeting with our exiled friends, and the exciting 
consciousness that we were penetrating a country never 
before visited by civilized man. Day by day the fringe 
of alder-bushes along the river-bank grew lower aiul more 
scanty, and the great steppes that bordered the river be- 
came whiter and more barren as the river widened toward 
the sea. Finally we left behind us the last vestige of 
vegetation, and began the tenth day of our journey along 
a river which had increased to a mile in width, and amidst 
plains perfectly desolate of all life, which stretched away 
in one unbroken white expanse until they blended with 
the distant sky. It was not without uneasiness that I 
thought of the possibility of being overtaken by a ten 
days’ storm in such a region as this. We had made, as 
nearly as we could estimate, since leaving Anadyrsk, 
about two hundred versts ; but whether wc were any- 
where near the sea-coast or not we had no means of 
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knowing. The weather for nearly a week had been 
generally clear, and not very cold ; but on the night of 
February ist the thermometer sank to “35°, and we could 
find only just enough small green bushes to boil our tea- 
kettle. We dug everywhere in the snow in search of 
wood, but found nothing except moss, and a few small 
cranberry -1 mslies which -would not burn. Tired witii the 
long day’s travel and the fruitless digging for wood, Dodd 
and I returned to camp, and threw ourselves down upon 
our bear-skins to drink tea. Hardly had Dodd put his 
cup to his lips when I noticed that a curious, puzzled ex- 
pression came over his face, as if he found something 
singular and unusual in the taste of the tea. I -was just 
about to ask him what was the matter, when he cried out 
in a joyful and surprised voice, “Tide -water! The tea 
is salt ! ” Thinking that perhaps a little salt might have 
been dropped accidentally into the tea, I sent the men 
down to the river for some fresh ice, which we carefully 
melted. It was unquestionably salt. We had reached 
the tide-water of the Pacific, and the ocean itself could 
not be far distant. One more day must certainly bring 
us to the house of the Ameiican party, or to the mouth 
of the river. From all appearances we should find no 
more wood ; and anxious to make the most of the clear 
weather, we slept only about six hours, and started on at 
midnight, by the light of a brilliant moon. 

On the eleventh day after our departure from Anadyrsk, 
toward the close of the long twilight which succeeds an 
Arctic day, our little train of eleven sledges drew near the 
place where, from Chookchee accounts, we expected to 
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find the long-exiled party of Americans. The night was 
clear, still, and intensely cold, the thermonieter at sunset 
marking forty-four degrees below zero, and sinking rapidly 
to —50° as the rosy flush in the west grew fainter and 
fainter, and darkness settled down upon the vast steppe. 
Many times before, in Siberia and Ivamtchatka, I had 
seen nature in her sterner moods and winter garb ; but 
never before had the elements of cold, barrenness, and 
desolation seemed to combine into a picture so dreary 
as the one which was presented to us that night near 
Behring’s Straits. Far as eye could pierce the gatheiing 
gloom in every direction lay the barren steppe like a 
boundless ocean of snow, blown into long wave-like 
ridges by previous storms. There v/as not a tree, nor a 
bush, nor any sign of animal or vegetable life, to show 
that we were not travelling on a frozen ocean. All was 
silence and desolation. The country seemed abandoned 
by God and man to the Arctic Spirit, whose trembling 
banners of auroral light flared out fltfully in the noith in 
token of his conquest and dominion. About eight 
o’clock the full moon rose huge and red in the east, cast- 
ing a lurid glare over the vast field of snow ; but as if it 
too Avere under the control of the Arctic Spirit, it Avas 
nothing more than the mockery of a moon, and Avas con- 
stantly assuming the most fantastic and varied shapes. 
Noav it extended itself laterally into a long ellipse, then 
gathered itself up again into the semblance of a huge red 
iirn, lengthened out to a long perpendicular bar vAath 
rounded ends, and finally became triangular. It can 
hardly be imagined what added Avildness and strangeness 
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this blood-red distorted mooix gave to a scene already 
wild and strange. We seemed to have entered upon 
some frozen abandoned world where all the oixlinary laws 
and phenomena of Nature were suspended, where ani- 
mal and vegetable life were extinct, and from which even 
the favor of the Creator had been withdrawn. The in- 
tense cold, the solitude, the oppressive silence, and the 
red, gloomy moonlight, like the glare of a distant but 
mighty conflagration, all united to e.xcite in the mind 
feelings of awe, which were perhaps intensified by the 
consciousness that never before had any human being, 
save a few Wandering Chookchees, ventured in winter 
upon these domains of the Frost King. There was none 
of the singing, joking, and hallooing, with which our 
drivers were wont to enliven a night-journey. Stolid and 
unirapressible though they might be, there was something 
in the scene which even they felt and were silent. 
Hour after hour wore slorvly and wearily away until mid- 
night. We had passed by more than twenty miles the 
point on the river where the party of Americans was sup- 
posed to be ; but no sign had been found of the subter- 
ranean house or its projecting stove-pipe, and the great 
stepim still stretched away before us, white, ghastly, and 
illimitable as ever. For nearly twenty-four hours we had 
travelled without a single stop, night or day, except one 
at sunri.se to rest our tired dogs • and the intense cold, 
fatigue, anxiety, and lack of warm food, began at last to 
tell upon our .silent but suffering men. We realized for 
the fn-st time the hazardous nature of the adventure in 
which we were engaged, and the almost absolute hope- 


tent LIFE IN SIBERIA. 

31 '^ "■ 

lessness of the search which we were making for Ihc lost 
American party. We had not one chance m a hundred 
of finding at midnight on that vast waste of sncm a liU e 
buried hut, whose location wo did not know wrthm kfty 

miles, and of whose very existence we were y no means 

certain. Who could tell whether the Americans had not 
abandoned their subterranean house two months beioie, 
and removed with some friendly natives to a more com- 
fortable and sheltered situation ? e had heaid nothing 
from them later than December xst, and it was now 
February. They might in that time have gone a him- 
chcd miles down the coast looking for a settlement or 
have wandered far back into the interior with a band of 

Reindeer Chookchees. It was not probable that they 
would have spent four months in that dreary, desolate re- 
gion without making an effort to escape. Lven if they 
were still in their old camp, however, how were we to 
find them ? We might have passed their little under- 
ground hut unobserved hours before, and might now be 
going farther and farther away from it, from wood, and 
from shelter. It had seemed a very easy thing before we 
left Anadyrsk, to simply go down the river until we came 
to a house on the bank, or saw a stove-pipe sticking out 
of a snow-drift; but now, two hundred and fifty or three 
hundred miles from the settlement, in a temperature of 50-^ 
below zero, when our lives perhaps depended upon finding 
that little buried hut, we realized how wild had been our an- 
ticipations, and how faint were our prospects of success. 
The nearest wood was more than fifty miles behind us, 
and in our chilled and exhausted condition we dared not 
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camp without a fire. We must go either forward or hack 
— find the hut within four hours or abandon the search, 
and return as rapidly as possible to the nearest wood. 
Our dogs were beginning already to show unmistakable 
signs of exhaustion, and Iheir feet, swollen with long travel, 
had cracked open between the toes and ■were now spot- 
ting the -white snow -with blood at every step. Unwilling 
to give up the search while there remained an}- hope, we 
still went on to the eastw'ard, along the edges of high 
bare bluffs skirting the river, separating our sledges as 
widely as possible, and extending our line so as to cover 
a greater extent of gi'ound. A full moon, now high in 
the heavens, lighted up the vast lonely plain on the north 
side of the river as brilliantly as day; but its whiteness was 
unbroken by any dark object, save here and there little 
hillocks of moss and swampy grass from which the snow 
had been swept by furious winds. 

We were aU suffering severely from cold, and our fur 
hoods and the breasts of .our fur coats w'ere masses of 
wdiite frost which had been fomied by our breaths. I had 
jDut on two heavy reindeer-skin kookhlankas weighing in 
the aggregate about thirty pounds, belted them tightly 
about the waist with a sash, drawn their thick hoods up 
over my head and covered my face with a sf|uirrel-skin 
mask ; but in spite of all I could only keep from freezing 
by running beside my sledge. Dodd said nothing, but was 
evidently disheartened and half frozen, while the natives 
sat silently upon their sledges as if they expected nothing 
and hoped for nothing. Only Gregorie and an old Chook- 
chee whom w'e had brought W'ith us as a guide showed any 
■■ ■ .' 14 : . 
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enercry or seemed to have any confidence in the ultimate 
discovery of the party. They went on in advance, di;;-- 
everywhere ’in the snow for wood, examining careiiil- 
ly the hanks of the river, and making occasional detours 
into the snowy plain to the northward. At last Dodd, 
without saying anything to me, gave his spiked stick to 
one of the natives, drew his head and arms into the body 
of his fur coat, and lay down upon his sledge to sleep, re- 
crardless of my remonstrances, and paying no attention 
whatever to my questions. He was evidently becoming 
stupefied by the deadly chill, which struck through the 
heaviest furs, and which was constantly making insidious 
advances from the extremities to the seat of life. He pro- 
bably would not live through the night unless he could be 
roused, and might not live two hours. Discouraged by 
his apparently hopeless condition, and exhausted by the 
constant struggle to keep warm, [ finally lost all hope and 
reluctantly decided to abandon the search and camp, by 
stopping where we were, breaking up one of our sledges 
for lu-e-wood, and boiling a little tea, 1 thought that Dodd 
raiiditbe revived ; but to go on to the eastward seemed to 
bcMieedlessly risking the lives of all without any apparent 
prospect of discovering the party or of lindmg wood. 1 
had just given the order to the natives nearest me to camp, 
when I thought 1 heard a faint halloo in the distance. All 
the blood in my veins suddenly rushed with a great throl) 
to the heart as I threw back my fur hood and listened. 
Again, a faint, long-drawn cry came back through the 
still atmosphere from the sledges in advance. ISIy dogs 
pricked up their ears at the startling sound and dashed 
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eagerly forward, and in a moment 1 came upon several 
of our leading drivers gathered in a little group ai-ounU 
what seemed to be an old overturned whale-boat, w'hich 
lay half buried in snow by the river’s bank. I'he foot- 
print in the sand was not more suggestive to Robinson 
Crusoe than was this weather-beaten, abandoned whale- 
boat to us, for it showed that somewhere in the vicinity 
there was shelter and life. One of the men a few mo- 
ments before had driven over .some dark, hard object in 
the snow, which he at first supposed to be a log of drift- 
wood j but upon stopping to examine it, he found it to be 
an. American whale-boat. If ever we thanked God from the 
bottom of our hearts, it was then. Brushing away with 
my mitten the long fringe of frost wiiich hung to my eye- 
lashes, I looked eagerly around for a house, but Gregorie 
had been quicker than I, and a joyful .shout from a point 
a little farther dowm the river announced another discov- 
ery. I left my dogs to go where they chose, threw aw'ay 
my spiked stick, and started at a run in the direction of the 
sound. In a moment I saw Gregorie and the old Chook- 
chee standing beside a low mound of snow, about a hun- 
dred }'ards back from the river-bank, examining some dark 
object which jirojectcd from its smooth white surface. It 
w'as the long talked of, long looked for stove-pipe ! Tlie 
Anadyr River party was found. 

The unexpected discovery late at night of this ])arty of 
countrymen, when we had just given up all hope of 
shelter, and almost of, life, was a God-sond to our dis- 
heartened spirits, and I hardly knew in my excitement 
what I did. I remember now •walking hastily back and 
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forl:h in front of the snow-drift, repeating softly to myselt 
at every step, “Thank God !” “thank God 1” but at the 
time I was not conscious of anything except the gieat 
fact of our safety. Dodd, who had been roused from his 
Imlf-frozen lethargy by the strong excitement of the dis- 
covery, now suggested that we try and find the entrance 
to the house and get in as quickly as possible, as he was 
nearly dead with the cold and exhaustion. There was 
no sound of life in the lonely snow-drift before us, and 
the inmates, if it had any, were evidently asleep. Seeing 
no sign anywhere of a door, I walked up on the drift, and 
shouted down through the stove-pipe in tremendous tones, 

“ Halloo the house !”— A startled voice from under my 

feet demanded “Who’s there? 

“ Come out and see ! Where’s the door ? ” 

My voice seemed to the astounded Americans inside 
to come out of the stove— a phenomenon which was 
utterly unparalleled in all their previous experience ; but 
they reasoned very correctly that any stove which could 
ask in good English for the door in the middle of the 

night had an indubitable right to be answered ; and they 

replied in a hesitating and half-frightened tone that the 
door was “ on the southeast corner.” This left us 
about as wise as before. In the first place we did not 
know which way southeast was, and in the second a 
snow-drift could not properly be described as having a 
corner. I started around the stove-pipe, however, in a 
circle, with the hope of finding some sort of an entrance. 
The inmates had dug- a deep ditch or trench about thirty 
feet in length for a doorway, and had covered it oyer 
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with sticks and reuideer-sHns to Iceep out the drifting 
snow. Stepping incautiously upon this frail roof, I fell 
through just as one of the startled men was coming out 
in his shirt and drawers, holding a . candle above his head, 
and peering through the darkness of the tunnel to see 
who would enter. The sudden descent through the roof 
of such an apparition as I knew myself to be, was not 
calculated to restore the steadiness of startled nerves. I 
had on two heavy “ kookhhinkas ” which swelled out my 
figure to gigantic proportions, two thick reindeer-skin 
hoods with long frosty fringes of black bear-skin were 
pulled up over my head, a squirrel-skin mask frozen into 
a sheet of ice concealed my face, and nothing but the 
eyes peering out through tangled masses of frosty hair, 
showed that the furs contained a human being. The 
man took two or three frightened steps backward and 
nearly dropped his candle. I came in such a “ question- 
able .shape ” that he might well demand “ whether my 
intents were wicked or charitable ! ” As I recognized his 
face, horvever, and addressed him again in English, he 
stopped ; and tearing off my mask and fur hoods I spoke 
my name. Never was there such rejoicing as that -which 
then took place in that little underground cellar, as I 
recognized in the exiled party two of my old comrades 
and friends, to whom eight months before I had bid good- 
by, as the Olga” sailed out of the “ Golden (7 ate” 
of San Francisco. I little thought when 1 shook hands 
with Harder and Robinson then, that I should next meet 
them at night, in a little snow-covered cellar, on the great 
lonely steppes of the lower Anadyr. As soon as we had 
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taken off our heavy furs and seated ourselves beside a 
warm fire, we began to feel the sudden reaction which 
necessarily followed twenty-four hours oi such exposure, 
suffering, and anxiety. Our over-strained nerves gave 
way all at once, and in ten minutes I could hardly raise 
a cup of coffee to my lips. Ashamed of such womanish 
weakness, I tried to conceal it from the Americans, and I 
presume they do not know to this day that Dodd and I 
nearly fainted several times within the first twenty minutes, 
from the .suddenne.ss of the change from 50° below zero 
to 70° above, and the nervous exhaustion produced by 
lack of sleep and anxiety. We felt an irresistible craving 
for some powerful stimulant and called for brandy, but 
there was no liquor of any kind to be had. This weak- 
ness, however, soon passed away, and we proceeded to 
relate to each other our respective histories and adven- 
tures, while our drivers huddled together in a mass at one 
end of the little hut and refreshed themselves with hot tea. 

The party of Americans which we had thus found 
buried in the snow, more than three hundred versts from 
Anadyrsk, had been landed there by one of the Com- 
pany’s vessels, some time in September. Their inten- 
tion had been to ascend the river in a whale-boat until 
they should reach some settlement, ancf' then try to open 
communication with us ; but winter set in so suddenly, 
and the river froze over so unexpectedly, that this irlau 
could not be carried out Having no means of trans- 
poi'tation but their boat, they could do nothing more than 
build themselves a hou.se, and go into v'intcr qua]-ters, 
with the faint hope that, some time before spring, Major 
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Abaza would send a party of men to their relief, They 
had built a sort of burrow underground, with bushes, drift- 
Avood, and a ferv boards which had been left by the vessel, 
and there they had been living by lamp light for five 
months, without ever seeing the face of a civilized human 
being. The Wandering Chookchees had soon found out 
their situation, and frequently vdsited them on reindeer 
sledges, and brought them fresh meat, and blubber which 
they used for lamp-oil ; but these natives, on account of 
a superstition which I have previously mentioned, refused 
to sell them any living reindeer, so that all their efforts 
to procure transportation were unavailing. d'he party 
originally consisted of five men — Macrae, Arnold, Tfobiii- 
son, Harder, and Smith • but Macrae and Arnold, about 
three weeks previous to our arrival, had organized them- 
selves into a “ forlorn hope,” and had gone away with a 
large hand of Wandering Chookchees in search of some 
Russian settlement Since that time nothing had been 
heal'd from them, and Robinson, Harder, and Smith had 
been living alone. 

Such was the situation when we found the party. Of 
course, there was nothing to be clone but carry these three 
men and all their stores back to Anadyrsk, where we 
should probably find Macrae and Arnold awaiting our 
arrival. The Chookchees came to Anadyrsk, 1 knew, 
every winter, for the purpose of trade, and would probably 
bring the two Americans with them. 

After three days .spent in resting, refitting, and packing 
up, we started back ivith the re.scued party, and on .Feb- 
ruary 6th we returned in safety to Anadyrsk. 
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All the inhabitants of the settlement were in the 
streets to meet us when we returned ; but Ave were disap- 
jminted not to see among them the faces of Macrae and 
Arnold. Many bands of Chookcliees from the lower 
Anadyr had arrived at the village, but nothing had been 
heard of the missing men. Forty-five days had now 
elapsed since they left their camp on the river, and, un- 
less they had died or been murdered, they ought long 
since to have arrived. I w'ould have sent a, party in 
search of them, but I had not the slightest clue as to the 
direction in which they had gone, or the intentions of the 
jDarty who had carried them away ; and to look for a band 
of Wandering Chookchees on those great steppes Avas as 
hopeless as to look for a missing vessel in the middle of 
the Pacific Ocean, and far more dangerous. IVe could 
only Avait, therefore, and hope for the best We spent 
the first Aveek after our return in resting, AAniting up our 
journals, and preparing a report of our explorations, to 
be forwarded by special courier to the Major. During 
this time great numbers of Avild, Avandering natives — 
Chookchees, Lamootkees, and a few Ivoraks — came into 
the settlement to exchange their furs and Avalrus teeth for 
tobacco, and gave us an excellent opportunity of studying 
their various characteristics and modes of life. d'lie 
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Wandering Chookcliees, who visited us in the greatest 
numbers, were .evidently the most powerful tribe in North- 
eastern Siberia, and impressed us very favorably with their 
general appearance and behavior. Except for their dress, 
they could hardly have been distinguished from North 
American Indians---many of them being as tall, athletic, 
and vigorous specimens of savage manhood as I had ever 
seen. They did not differ in any essential particular 
from the Wandering Koraks, whose customs, religion, 
and mode of life I have already described. 

The Lamootkees, however, were an entirely different 
race, and resembled the Chookcliees only in their nomadic 
habits. All the natives in Northeastern Siberia, except 
the Kamtchadals, Chooances, and Yookaghirs, who are 
partially Russianized, may be referred to one or the othei 
of three great classes. The first of these, which maybe 
called the North American Indian class, comprises the 
Wandering and settled Chookcliees and Koraks, and cov- 
ers that part of Siberia lying between the i6oth meridian 
of east longitude and Behring’s Straits. It is the only class 
which has ever made a successful stand against Rus- 
sian invasion, and embraces without doubt the bravest, 
most independent savages in all Siberia. I do not think 
that this class numbers altogether more Than six or eight 
thousand souls, although the estimates of the Russians are 
much larger. 

The second class comprises all the natives in Siberia who 
are evidently and unmistakably of Chinese origin, includ- 
ing the Tongoos, the I.amootkees, the Monzhours, and the 
Gilyaks of the Amoor River. It covers a greater extent of 
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ground probably than both of the other classes together, 
its representatives being found as far west as the Y enesei, 
and as far east as Anadyrsk, in 169° E. Ion. The only 
branches of this class which I have ever seen are the 
Lamootkees and the Tongoos. They are almost exactly 
alike, both being very slenderly built men, with straight 
black hair, dark olive complexions, no beards, and more 
or less oblique eyes. They do not resemble a Chookchee 
or a Korak any more than a Chinaman resembles a Ca- 
manche or a Siou.x. Their dress is very peculiar. It con- 
sists of fur hoods, tight fur pantaloons, short deer-skin 
boots, Masonic aprons, made of soft flexible buckskin and 
elaborately ornamented with beads and pieces of metal, 
and singular looking frock-coats cut in very civilized style 
out of deer-skin, and ornamented with long strings of col- 
ored reindeer hair made into chenille. You can never 
see one without having the impression that he is dressed 
in some kind of a regalia or uniform. The men and wo- 
men resemble each othenvery much in dress and appear- 
ance, and by a stranger cannot be distinguished apart 
Like the Chookchees and Koraks, they are Reindeer No- 
mads, but differ somewhat from the former in their mode 
of life. Their tents are smaller and differently construct- 
ed, and instead of dragging their tent-poles from place to 
place as the Chookchees do, they leave them standing 
when they break camp, and either cut new” ones or avail 
themselves of frames left standing by other bands. Tent- 
poles in this way serve as landmarks, and a day’s journey 
is from one collection of frames to another, Few of the 
Tongoos or Lamootkees own many deer. Two or three 
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liiindred are considered to be a large herd, and a man who 
owns more than that is regarded as a sort of millionaire. 
Such herds as are found among the Koraks in Northern 
K am tchatka, numbering from five to ten thousand, are 
never to be seen west of Geezhega. The Tongoos, how- 
ever, use their few deer to better advantage and in a great- 
er variety of ways than do the Koraks. The latter seldom 
ride their deer or train them to cany packs, while the Ton- 
goos do both. I’he Tongoos are of a mild, amiable dis- 
position, easily governed and easily inflnenced, and seem 
to have made their way over so large an extent of country 
more through the sufferance of other tidbes than through 
any aggressive power or disposition of their own. Their 
original religion was Shamanism, but they now profess al- 
most universally the Greco-Russian faith and receive 
Christian names. They acknowledge also their subjec- 
tion to the authority of the Czar, and pay a regular annu- 
al tribute in furs. Nearly all the Siberian squirrel-skins 
W’hich reach the European market are bought by Russian 
traders from Wandering Tongoos around the Okhotsk Sea. 
When I left the settlement of Okhotsk, in the fall of 1867, 
there v/ere more than seventy thousand squirrel-skins there 
in the hands of one Russian merchant, and this was only 
a small part of the whole number Caught by the Tongoos 
during that summer. The Lamootkees, who arc first 
cousins to the Tongoos, are fewer in number, but live in 
precisely the same way. I never met more than three or 
four bands during two years of almost constant travel in 
all parts of Northeastern Siberia. 
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The third great class of natives is the rniiish It 
comprises only the Yakoots, who are settled chiclly along 
the Lena River from its head-waters to the Arctic Ocean. 
Their origin is unknmvn, hut their language is said to . esem- 
ble the Turkish or modern Osnianh so closely tliat a Con- 
stantinopolitan of the lower class could converse tolerah y 
with a Yakoot from the Lena. I legict tlia w. s 
enough interested in comparative philology while in 
Siberia to compile a vocabulary and granuiiar of the 
Yakoot language. I had excellent opportunities for doing 
so, but was not aivare at that time of its close resemblance 
to the Turkish, and looked upon it only as an unintelligible 
jargon which proved uolhing but the active partiapatiou 
of tlie Yakoots in the construction of die 1 ower of Label. 
The bulk of this ttibe is settled immediately around the 
Asiatic pole of cokl, and they can unquestionably endme 
a lower temperature with less suffering than any other 
natives in Siberia. They are called by the Russian 
explorer Vrangell, “ iron men,” and well do they dcsciwe - 
die appellation. The thermometer at Yakootsk, wlieic 
several thousands of di'em are settled, averages dimng the 
diree winter months thirty-seven degrees below Kro; but 
this intense cold does not seem to occasion them the 
slightest inconvenience. I have seen them in a tcmpei- 
^ture of -40°, clad only in a shirt and one sheep-skin 
coat, standing quietly iu the street, talking and laughing 
as if it were a pleasant summons day and they were enjoy- 
ing die balmy air ! They are the most thrifty, industrious 
natives in all Northern Asia, it is a proverbial saying m 
Siberia, that if you take a Yakoot, strip him naked, and 
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set him down in the middle of a great desolate steppe, and 
then return to that spot at the expiration of a year, you 
will find him living in a large, comfortable house, sun-omul- 
ed by barns and hay-stacks, owning herds of horses and 
cattle, and enjoying himself like a patriarch. They have 
all been more or less civilized by Russian intercourse, and 
have adopted Russian .manners and the religion of the 
Cireck Church. Those settled along the I.ena cultivate 
rye and hay, keep herds of Siberian horses and cattle, and 
live principally upon coarse black bread, milk, butter, and 
horse-flesh. They are notorious gluttons. All are very 
skilful in the luse of the “ topor ” or short Russian axe, and 
with that instrument alone will go into a primeval forest, 
cut: down trees, hew out timber and planks, and put up a 
comfortable house, complete even to panelled doors and 
windoW'Sashes. They are the only natives in all North- 
eastern Siberia who are capable of doing and willing to 
do hard continuous work. 

These three great classes, viz., American Indian native.s, 
Chinese natives, and Turko-yakoot natives, comprise all 
the aboriginal inhabitants of Northeastern Siberia except 
the Kamtchadals, the Chooances, and the Yookagliirs. 
These last have been so modified by Russian influence, 
that it is hard to tell to which class they arc most nearly 
allied, and the ethnologist will shortly be relieved from all 
further consideration of the problem by their inevitable 
extinction. The Chooances and Yookaghirs have already 
become mere fragments of ti-ibes, and their languages 
will perish with the present generation. 

The natives of whom we saw most at Anadyrsk were 
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as I have already said, the Chookdiees. They frequently 
called upon us in large parties, and afforded us a great 
deal of amusement by their naive and child-like comments 
upon Americans, American instruments, and the curious 
American things generally which we produced for their 
inspection. I shall never forget the utter astonishment 
with which a band of them once looked through my held-^ 
glass. I had been trying it one clear cold day out of 
doors, and quite a crowd of Chookchees and Yookaghirs 
had gathered around me to see what 1 was doing. Ob- 
serving their curiosity, I gave the glass to one of them and 
told him to look through it at another native who happened 
to be standing out on the plain, at a distance of perhaps 
two hundred yards. The expression of blank half- incred- 
ulous surprise which gradually came over his features as 
he saw that native brought up, apparently within a few 
feet, was irresistibly comical. He did not dream for a 
moment that it was a mere optical illusion ; he supposed 
that the wonderful instrument had actually transported 
the man physically from a distance of a hundred yards up 
to the place where he stood, and as he held the glass to 
his eyes with one hand, he stretched out the other to try 
and catch hold of him. Finding to his great astonishment 
that he could not, he removed the glass, and saw the man 
standing quietly as before, two hundred yards away. The 
idea then seemed to occur to him that if he could only 
get this mysterious instrument to his eyes cpiickly enough, 
he would surprise the man in the very act of coming up 
catch him perhaps about half-way — and find out how it 
was done. He accordingly raised the glass toward his 
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face very slowly (watching the man meanwhile intently, 
to see that he took no unfair advantage and did not start 
too soon) until it was within an inch of his eyes, and then 
looked through it suddenly. But it was of no use. The 
man was right beside him again, but how he came there : 
he didn’t know. Perhaps he could catch him if he made 
a sudden dasli, and he tried it. I’his, however, was no 
more .succes.sful than his i^revious experiments, and the 
other natives looked at him in perfect amazement, won« 
dering what he wms trying to do with all these singular 
motions. He endeavored to explain to them, in great ex- 
citement that the man had been brought up apparently 
within ann’s length, and yet he could not touch him. His 
comrades of course denied indignantly that the man had 
moved at all, and they engaged in a furious dispute as to 
whether this innocent and unconscious man had been 
anywhere near them or not. The native who maintained 
the affirmative appealed to me ; but, convulsed with laugh- 
ter, I could make no reply, and he started off at a run, to 
see the man and find out wdiether he had been brought 
up or not, and how it felt to be transported over two hun- 
dred yards of space in an instant of time ! We wdio are 
flimiliar with these discoveries of science can hardly real- 
ize hoiv they appear to a wholly uneducated savage ; but 
if a superior race of beings should come from the planet 
Jupiter and shmv us a mysterious instrument which ena- 
bled a man to be in two different places at the same time, * 
WT= w'ould understand the sensations of a poor Cliookchee 
in looking through a field-glass. 

Soon after this I happened to be encamped one night 
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on a great plain near Anadyrst, n-ith a party of th«c 
same natives ; and having received a note from 1 oc.d by 
a special messenger, I was engaged in reading it by the 
camp-fire. At several ht.moroiis passages I burst out 
into a loud laugh ; whereupon the natives punched cadi 
other with their elbows and pointed significantly at nie, as 
much as to say, “ Just look at the crazy American ! hat s 
the matter with him now ? ” finally one of them, an old 
gray-haired man, asked me what I was laughing about. 

“ Why, ” said I, I am laughing at this,” and pointed to 
the piece of paper. The old man thought about it for a 
moment, c'ompared notes with the others, and^ they all 
thought about it ; but no one seemed to succeed in getting 
any li<Tht as to the cause of my incomprehensible laughter. 
In a few moments the old man picked up a half-burned 
stick which was lying by the fire and said, “Now sup- 
pose I should look at this stick for a minute and then 
laugh ; what would you think Why,” said I candidly, 

“1 should think you were a fool.”~“ Well,” he rejoined 
with grave satisfaction, “ that's just exactly what I think of 
you ! ” He seemed to be very much pleased to find that 
our several opinions of such insane conduct so exactly 
coincided. Looking at a stick and laughing, and looking at 
a piece of paper and laughing, seemed to him equally 
absurd. The languages of the Chookchees and Koraks 
have never been reduced to writing ; nor, so far as I 
. know, do either of those tribes ever attempt to express 
ideas by signs or pictures. Written thought is to many oL 
them an impossible conception, it can be imagined, pci- 
haps, with what wonder and baffled curiosity they pore 
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over the illustrated newspapers which are occasionally 
given to them by the sailors of whaling vessels whij:h visit 
the coast. Some of the pictures they recognize as reiire- 
sentations of things with which they are accpiaintcd ; but 
by far the greater number are as incoinprehensilile as the 
hieroglyphics of the AzteCsb I remember that a Korak 
once brought to me an old tattered fashion-plate from 
“ Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper,” containing three or 
four full-length figures of imaginary ladies, in the widest ex- 
pansion of crinoline which fashion at that time prescribed. 
The poor Korak .said he had often wondered what those curi- 
ous objects could be ; and now, as I was an American, per- 
haps I could tell him. He evidently had not the most re- 
mote suspicion that they were intended to represent 
human beings. I told him that those curious objects, as 
lie called them, were American women. He burst out in- 
to a “tyee-e-e-e” of amazement, and asked with a won- 
dering look, “Are a// the women in your country as big 
as that at the bottom?” It was a severe refiection 
upon our ladies’ dress, and I did not venture to tell him 
that the bigness was artificial, but merely replied sadly 
that they were. He looked curiously down at my feet, 
andtlren at the picture, and then again at my feet, as if he 
were trying to trace some resemblance between the 
American man and the American woman but he failed 
to do it, and wisely concluded that they must be of widely 
difierent species. 

'i'he pictures from these papers ;u‘e sometimes put to 
curious uses. In the hut of a christianized but ignorant 
native near Anadyrsk, I once saw an engraved portrait 
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cut from ..Harper’s Weekly,” of Maj. Gen, Dix, posted 
up in a comer of the room and worshipped as a Russ, an 
saint' A gilded candle avas taming before his smok) 

features, and every night mrd morning a dozen ntayes 
said their prayers to a major-general m the Lmted 
States Army ! It is the only instance I believe on lecoid, 
XI a major-general has been raised to the dignity o 
a saint without even being dead. St. George of England 
we are told, was originally a conarpt army contractor of 
Cappadocia, but he was not canonized until long after 
his death, when tire memory of his contracts was no more 
For Maj.-Gen. Dix was reserved the peculiar privile^ of 
being at the same tune a United States Minister m laris 

and a saint in Siberia ! 


CHAPTER XXX. 

AN ARCTIC AURORA, 

Among the few pleasures which reward the traveller 
for the hardships and dangers of life in the far north, there 
are none which are brighter or longer remembered than 
the magnificent Auroral displays which occasiojially 
illumine the darkness of the' long polar night, and light 
up with a celestial glory the whole blue vault of heaven. 
No other natural phenomenon is so grand, so mysterious, 
so terrible in its unearthly splendor as this; the veil 
which conceals from mortal eyes the glory of the eternal 
throne seems drawn aside, and the awed beholder is lifted 
out of the atmosphere of his daily life into the immediate 
presence of God. 

On the 26th of February, rvhile we were all yet living 
together at Anadyrsk, there occurred one of the grandest 
displays of the Arctic Aurora which had been observed 
there for more than fifty years, and whicli exliiliitcd such 
unusual and extraordinary brilliancy that even the natives 
were astonished. It ivas a cold, dark, but clear winter’s 
night, and the sky in the earlier part of the evening- 
showed no signs of the magnificent illumination which 
was already being prepared. A few streamers wavered 
now and then in the North, and a faint radiance like that 
of the rising moon shone above the dark belt of shrub- 
berv Avhicli bordered the river ; but this was a common 
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occ»n-ence. and it excited no notice ^ 

the evening, just as we were preparing to go to 1 ed odd 
happened to go out of doors for a moment to took atta 
his dogs ; but no sooner had he reached the outer c oor 
of the enuy than he came rushing back, his face arc 
:ritLxciteLnt. shouting “iCennan! Robinson! Come 
out, quick!” With a vague impression that the m . ,c 
must be on fire. I sprang up, and ivithont “ 1™* 

on any furs, ran hastily out, folloived closely by kobm- 
1 , Lrder. and Smith. As we emerged into the opmi 
air there burst suddenly upon our startled eyes the giand- 
est exhibition of vivid daxxling light and color of which 
the mind can conceive. The whole universe seemed 
be on fire. A broad arch of brilliant prismatic colors 
spanned tlie heavens from east to west like a gigantic 
rLbow, with a long fringe of crimson and yellow stieaui- 
ers stretching up from its convex edge to the aery 
zenith. At short intervals of one or two seconds wide 
luminous bands, parallel with the arch, rose suddenly out 
of the northern horizon and swept inth a swift, steacy 
majesty across the whole heavens, like long breakers o 
yihosphorescent light rolling in from some limitless ocean 

of space. , 

Every portion of the vast arch was monientanly wa- 
vering, trembling, and changing color, and the brilliant 
streamers Avhich fringed its edge swept back and foiti 
in great curves, like the fiery sword of the angel at the 
gate of Eden. In a moment the vast Auroral rainbow, 
witli all its wavering streamers, began to move slowly up 
toward the zenith, and a second arch of equal brilliancy 
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formed directly tinder it, shooting up another long serried 
row of slender colored lances toward tire North Star, like 
a battalion of the celestial host presenting arms to its 
commanding aiigel.^ Every instant the display increasccl 
in unearthly grandeur. The luminous bands revolved 
swiftly, like the spokes of a- great wheel of light across 
the heavens; the streamers hurried back and forthwith 
swift, tremulous motion from the ends- of the arches to 
the centre, and now and then a great wave of crimson 
would surge up from the north and fairly deluge the 
whole sky with color, tingeing the white snowy earth far 
and wide with its rosy reflection. But as the words of 
the prophecy, “ And the heavens shall be turned to blood,” 
formed themselves upon my lips, the crimson suddenly 
vanished, and a lighting flash of vivid orange startled us 
with its wide, all-pervading glare, which extended even 
to the southern horizon, as if the whole volume of the 
atmosphere had suddenly taken fire. I even held my 
breath a moment, as I listened for the tremendous crash 
of thunder which it seemed to me must follow this sudden 
burst of vivid light ; but in heaven or earth there was not 
a sound to break the calm .silence of night, save the has- 
tily-muttered prayers of the frightened native at my side, 
as he crossed himself and kneeled down before the visi- 
ble majesty of God. I could not imagine any possible 
addition w'hich even Almighty power could make to the 
grandeur of the Aurora as it now appeared. I'he rapid 
alternations of crimson,- blue, green, and yellow in the 
sky were reflected so vividly from the white surface of 
the snow, that the whole world seemed now steeped in 
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blood, and then quivering in an atmosphere ot pale, ghastly 

green, through whiclr shone the unspeakable glones of the 
uright; erhnson and yellow arches. But the end was 

not vet. As we watched witli upturned faces the sw.l 
ebb 'and flow of these great celestial rides of colored 
light, the last seal of the glorious revelation was sudden y 
broken, and both arches were simultaneously shii eied 
into a thousand parallel perirendicular b.ars, every one 
of whiclr displayed in regular order, from top to bottom, 
the seven primary colors of the solar spectrum. rom 
horizon to horizon there now stretched two vast curving 
bridges ot colored bars, across which we almost expected 
to see, passing and repassing, the bright inhabitants 

another world. Amid cries of astonishment and exclanii 

tionsof “God have mercy!” from the startled natives, 
these innumerable bars began to move, with a swift dan- 
cing motion, back and forth along the whole extent of 
both arches, passing each other from side to side in h 
such bewildering rapidity, that the eye was lost in the 
attempt to follow them. The whole concave of heaven 

seemed transformed into one great revolving kaleidoscope 

of shattered rainbows. Never had I even dreamed of 
such an aurora as this, and l am not ashamed to confess 
that its magnificence at tliat moment xiveraw-cd and 
frivhtened me. The whole sky, from zenith to horizon, 
Wi.is » one molten mantling sea of color and fire, crimson 
and purple, and scarlet and green, and colom for which 
there are no words in language and no ideas m the mine , 
-things which can only be conceived while they are visi- 
ble.” The “signs and portents” in the heavens were 
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grand enough to herald the destruction of a world : 
flashes of rich quivering color, covering half the sky for 
an instant and then vanishing like suininer lightning ; 
brilliant green streamers shooting swiftly but silently up 
across the zenith ; thousands of variegated bars sweeping 
past each other in two inagnificent arches, and great 
luminous waves rolling in from the inter-planetary spaces 
and breaking in long lines of radiant glory upon the shah 
low atmosphere of a darkened world. 

With the separation of the two arches into comjionent 
bars it reached its utmo.st magnificence, and from that 
time its supernatural beauty slowly but steadily faded. 
The first arch broke up, and soon after it the second ; the 
flashes of color appeared less and less frequently ; the 
luminous bands ceased to revolve across the zenith ; and 
in an hour nothing remained in the dark starry heavens 
to remind us of the Aurora, except a few fiiint Magellan 
clouds of luminous vapor. 

I am painfully conscious of my inability to describe as 
they should be described the splendid phenomena of a 
great polar Aurora; but such magnificent effects cannot 
be expressed in a mathematical formula, nor can an inex- 
perienced artist rejwodiice, with a piece of charcoal, the 
brilliant coloring of a Turner landscaiJe. 1 have given 
only faint hints, which the imagination of the reader must 
fill up. But be assured that no description, however 
faithful, no flight of the imagination, however exalted, can 
begin to do justice to a spectacle of such imeaithly 
grandeur. Until man drops his vesture of flesh and 
stands in the presence of Deity, he will see no more 
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striking manifestation of the “glory of the Lord, tyhich is 
terrible,” tlian that presented by a brilliant exhibition of 
the Arctic Aurora. 

The month of February wore slowly away, and March 
found us still living in Anadyrsk, without any news from 
the Major, or from the missing men, Arnold and aMacrae. 
Fifty-seven days had now elapsed since they left then- 
camp on the lower Anadyr, and we began to fear that 
they would never again be seen. Whether they had 

starved, or frozen to death on some great desolate plain 

south *of Behring’s Straits, or been murdered by die 
Chookchees, we could not conjecture, but their long 
absence was a proof that they had met with some misfor- 
tune. 

I was not at all satisfied with the route over which we 
had passed from Shestakova to Anadyrsk, on account 
of its barrenness, and the impossibility of transporting 
heavy telegraph poles over its great snowx steppes fiom 
the few' w'ooded rivers by w'hich it w-as ' t;ra\'ersed. 1 
accordingly started from Anadyrsk with five dog-sledges 
on March 4th, to try and find a better route between the 
Anadyr and the head-waters of the Fenzhina River. 
Three days after our departure we met, on the road to 
Fenzhina, a special messenger from Geezhega, bringing a 
letterfrom the Major dated Okhotsk, Jan. 19th. Enclosed 
were letters from Col. Bulklcy, announcing the landing/x'Wfi^cdi 
the Anadyr River party under I.ieut M acrae, and a iixP “um ? 
showing the location of their camp. Tire Major wrote ai 9 visi- 
follows: “In case— what God forbid— Macrae and party ’^re 
have not amved. at Anadyrsk, you will immediately, upon 
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the receipt of this letter, do your utmost to deliver them 
from their too long winter-quarters at the mouth of the 
Anadyr, where they were landed in September. I was 
told that hfacrae would be landed only in case of fcrfect 
cet'tainty to reach Anadyrsk in boats, and I confess I doji’l 
like such surprises as Colonel Iluikley has made me now. 
For the present our duty consists in doing our utmost to 
extricate them from where they are, and you must get 
cilery dog-sledge you can, stuff them ivith dog-food and 
provisions, and go at once in search of Macrae’s cam]).” 
I’hese directions I had already anticipated and carried 
out, and Macrae’s party, or at least all 1 could find of it, 
was now living in Anadyrsk. When the Major wrote this, 
letter, however, he did not suppose that Dodd and I 
would hear of the landing of the party through the Wan- 
dering Chookchees, or that we would think of going in 
search of them without orders. He knew that he had 
told us particularly not to attempt to explore the Anadyr 
River until another season, and did not expect that we 
would go beyond the last settlement. I wrote a hasty 
note to Dodd upon the icy runner of my overturned 
sledge—- freezing two fingers in the operation — and sent 
the courier on to Anadyrsk with the letters. The mail 
also included letters to me from Capt. Scanimon, comman- 
der of the Company’s fleet, and one from ray natnrali.stic 
fa. friend Dali, who had returned with the vessels to San 
f'i)' Francisco, and had Avritten me while stopping a fe^v days 
at Petropavlovski. He begged me, by all the sacred in- 
terests of Science, not to let a single bug or living thing 
of any kind escape my vigilant eye ; but, as T read his 
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circuitous route toward Anadyrsk, They had generally 
been well treated, but the band with whom they travelled 
had been in no hurry to reach the settlement, and had 
been carrying them at the rate of ten or twelve miles a 
day all over the great desolate steppes which lie soiitli of 
the Anadyr River. Theybad experienced great hnnlships ; 
had lived u])on reindeer’s entrails and tallow for weeks at 
a time ; had been alive almost constantly wnth vermin ; 
had spent the greater part of two long months in smoky 
Chookchee pologs, and had despaired, sometimes, of ever 
reaching a Russian settlement or seeing again a civilized 
human being ; but hope and courage had sustained them 
througli it all, and they had finally arrived at Anadyrsk 
safe and well. The sum total of their baggage when 
they drove into the settlement was a quart bottle of whiskey 
wrapped up in an American flag ! As soon as we were 
all together, we raised the flag on a ])ole over our little 
log-house, made a whiskey punch out of the liquor which 
had traversed half Northeastern Siberia, and drank it in 
honor of the men who had lived sixty-four days with tlie 
Wandering Chookchees, and carried the stars and stripes 
through the wildest, least known region on the face of the 
globe. 

Having now accomplished all that could be done in the 
ivay of exploration, Ave began making jireparations for a 
return to Geezhega. The Major had directed me to meet 
him there with Macrae, Arnold, Robinson, and Dodd; as 
soon as the first of April, and the month of March was 
now rapidly drawing to a close. 

On the 2oth we packed up our stores, and bidding goo<I- 
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ered arouiid a steaming “ samovar” or tea-urn which stood 
on a pine table in the centre of the room, and discussed 
the adventures, haps, and mishajis of our first Arctic 
winter. Some of us had come from the extremity of Jiam- 
tchatka, some from the frontier of China, and .some from 
33ehring’s Straits, and we all met that night in Geezhega, 
and congratulated ourselves and each other upon the suc- 
cessful exploration of the whole route of the proposed 
.Russo-American Telegraph, from Anadyr Bay to the 
Amoor River. The different members of tlie part}' there 
assembled had, in seven montlns, travelled in the aggre- 
gate almost ten thousand miles. 

The results of our winter’s work were biielly as follows; 
Bush and Mahood, after leaving the Major and me at 
Petropavlovski, had gone on to the Russian settlement 
of Nikolaevslc, at the mouth of the Amoor River, and had 
entered promptly upon the exploration of the west coast 
of the Okhotsk Sea. They had travelled with the 
Wandering Tongoos through the densely-timbered region 
between Nikolaevslc and Aian, ridden on the backs of 
reindeer over the rugged mountains of the Stanavoi range 
south of Okhotsk, and had finally met tlie Major at the 
latter place on tlie aad of Febiuiary. 'I'be Major Iiad 
explored the whole north coast of the Okhotsk Sea 
alone, and had made a visit to the Russian city of Ya- 
kootsk, six hundred versts west of Okhotsk, in quest of 
laborers and horses. He had ascertained the possibility 
of hiring a thousand Yak oot laborers in the settlements 
along the Lena River, at the rate of sixty dollars a year 
fo]- each man, and of purchasing there as many Siberian 
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horses as we should require at very rcasouable prices. 
He had located a route for the line from (leezhega to 
Okhotsk, and had superintended generally the whole 
work of exploration. Macrae and Arnold had explored 
nearly all the region lying south of the Anadyr and along 
the lower Myan, and had gained much valuable informa- 
tion concerning the little-knowm tribe of Wandering 
Chookchees. Dodd, Robinson, and I had explored two 
routes from Geezhega to AnadyrskVand had found a 
chainof wooded rivers connecting the Okhotsk Sea with the 
Pacific Ocean near Behring’s Straits. The natives we had 
everywhere found to be peaceable and "well disposed, and 
many of them along the route of the line Avere already 
engaged in cutting poles. The country, although by no 
means favorable to the construction of a telegraph, pre- 
sented no obstacles which energy and perseverance 
could not overcome ; and, as we reviewed our Avinter’s 
Avork, Ave felt satisfied that the enterprise in Avhich Ave 
were engaged, if not altogether an easy one, held out at 
least a fair prospect of success. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 


SOCIAL LIFE AT GEEZHEGA — MAJOR ACASA’s KXPEOITIOX 

SUDDEN TRANSFORMATION FROM WINTER 'I'O SUMMER 

— CUSTOxMS OF THE PEOPLE, ETC. 

The months of April and May, owing to the great 
length of the days and the comparative mildness of 
the weather, are the most favorable months in North- 
eastern Siberia for out-door work and travel ; and as the 
Company’s vessels could not be expected to arrive at 
Geezhega before the early part of June, Major Abasa de- 
termined to make the most of the intervening time. As 
soon as he had recovered a little, therefore, from the 
fatigue of his previous journey, he started with Busli, 
Macrae, and the Russian Governor, for Anadyrsk, intend- 
ing to engage there fifty or sixty native laborers and begin 
at once the construction of station-houses and the cutting 
and distribution of poles along the Anadyr River. Afy own 
efforts to that end, owing to the laziness of the Anadyrsk 
people, had been unsuccessful ; but it was hoped that 
through the influence and co-operation of the civil autho- 
rity something might perhaps be done. 

]\tajor Abasa returned by the very last winter road in 
May. His expedition had been entirely successful ; Mr. 
Bush had been put in command of the Northern District 
ifoin Penzhina to Behring’s Straits, and he, together with 
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Macrae, Harder, and Smith, had been left at Anadyrsk 
for the summer. As soon as the Anadyr Iliver should 
open, this party was directed to descend it in canoes to 
its mouth, and there await the arrival of one of the Com- 
pany’s vessels from San Francisco, witli reinforcements 
and supy)lies. In the mean time fifty nativ'e laborers from 
Anadyrsk, Osolkin, and Pokorookof, had been hired and 
jilaced at their disposal, and it was hoped that by the 
time the ice should be out of the river they would have 
six or eight station-houses prepai*ed, and several thou- 
sand poles cut, ready for distribution in rafts between the 
settlements of Anadyrsk and the Pacific Coast. Having 
thus accomplished all that it was possible to accomplish 
with the limited means and force at his disposal, Major 
Abasa returned to Geezhega, to await tlie arrival of the 
promised vessels from America, with men, material, and 
supplies, for the prosecution of the work. 

The season for dog-sledge travel was now over ; and as 
the country afforded no other means of interior transpor- 
tation, we could not expect to do any more work, or have 
any further commuuication with our outl}'ing parties at 
Anadyrsk and Okhotsk until the arrival of our vessels. 
AVe therefore rented ourselves a little log-house over- 
looking the valley of the Geezhega River, furnished it as 
comfortably as possible Avith a few plain Avooden chairs 
and tables, hung up our maps and chaifs over the rough 
log AAmlls, displayed our small library of two books — 
Shake.speare and the New Testament — as advantageously 
as possible in one corner, and prepared for at least a 
month of luxurious idleness. 
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It waR now June. The snow was rapidly disa]:)pearing 
under the intluence of the warm long-continued sunshine, 
the ice in the river showed unmistakable signs of break- 
ing up, patches of bare ground appeared here and there 
along the sunny hill-sides, and everything foretold tlie 
speedy approach of the short but hot Arctic summer. 
Winter in most parts of Nor tli eastern Siberia begins to 
break up in May, and summer advances with rapid strides 
upon its retreating footsteps, covering instantly -with grass 
and flowers the ground which it reclaims from the melting 
snow-drifts of winter. Hardly is the snow off the ground 
before the delicate wax-like petals of the blueberry and 
star-flower, and the great snowy clusters of Labrador tea 
begin to whiten the mossy plains ; the birches, willows, 
and alders burst suddenly into leaf, the river banks grow 
green with a soft carpet of grass, and the warm still air is 
filled all day with the trumpet-like cries of wild swans and 
geese, as they come in great triangular flocks from the sea 
and pass high overhead toward the far North. In three 
weeks after the disappearance of the last snow all Nature 
has put on the garments of midsummer and rejoices in 
almost perpetual sunshine. There is no long, wet, linger- 
ing spring, no gradual unfolding of buds and leaves one 
by one as with us. The vegetation, which has been held 
in icy fetters for eight long months, bursts suddenly its 
bonds, and with , one great, irresistible sweep takes the 
world by storm. There is no longer any niglit ; one clay 
blends almost imi)erceptil)ly into another, with only a 
short interval of twilight, which has all the coolness and 
repose of night without its darkness. You may sit by 
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3’our open window and read until twelve o’clock, inhaling 
the fragrance of flowers which is brought to you on the 
cool night wind, listening to the nuinnur and flasli of the 
river in the valley below, and tracing the progress of the 
hidden sun by the flood of rosy light w'hich streams up 
in the North from behind the purple mountains. It is 
broad daylight, and yet all Natui-eis asleep, and a strange 
mysterious stillness pervades heaven and earth like that 
which accompanies a solar eclipse. You can even hear 
the faint roar of the surf on the rocky coasts ten miles 
aivay. Now and then a little song-sparrow hidden in the 
alder thicket by the river-bank dreams that it is morning 
and breaks out into a quick unconscious trill of melody ; 
but as he wakes he stops himself suddenly and utters a 
few “ peeps ” of perplexity, as if not quite sure whether it 
be morning, or onN last evening, and whether he ought to 
sing or go to sleep again. He finally seems to decide 
upon the latter course, and all becomes silent once more 
save the murmur of the river over its rocky bed and the 
faint roar of the distant sea. Soon after one o’clock a 
glittering segment of the sun appears betiveen the cloud- 
like peaks of the distant mountains, a sudden flash of 
golden light illumines the green dewy landscape, the 
little sparrow in the alder thicket triumphantly takes up 
again his unfinished song, the ducks, geese, and aquatic 
birds i-enew their harsh discordant cries from the marshy 
flats along the river, and all animated nature wakes sud- 
denly to a consciousness of daylight as if it were a new 
thing. There has been no night — but it is another day. 
fldie traveller who has never before experienced an 
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Arctic summer, and who has been accustomed to think of 
Siberia as a laml of eternal snow and ice, cannot lieli) 

1)cing astonislied at the sudden and wonderful develop- 
inent of animal and vegetable life throughout that country 
in the month of June, and the rapidity of the transition 
from winter to summer in the course of a few short weeks. 

In the early part of June it is frequently po.ssible to trai’cl 
in the vicinity of Geezhega upon dog-sledges, while by 
the last of the same month the trees are all in full leaf, 
primroses, cowslips, buttercups, valerian, cinque-foil, and 
Labrador tea, blossom everynvhere upon the higliei- plains 
and river-banks, and the thermometer at noon frequently 
reaches 70” Fahr. in the shade. There is no spring, in the 
usual acceptation of the word, at all. The disappearance 
of snow and the appearance of vegetation are almost 
simultaneous; and although the “toondras” or moss- 
steppes continue for some time to hold water like a sa- 
turated sponge, they are covered with flowers and blos- 
soming blueberry bushes, and show no traces of the long, s: 

cold winter which has so recently ended. In less than a 
month after the disappearance of snow in 1S66 , 1 col- 
lected from one high plain about five acre.s in extent, near 
the mouth of the Geezhega River, more than sixty species 
of flowers. Animal life of all kinds is equall}' ju'omiit in 
making its appearance. Long before the ice is out of the j 

gulfs and bays along the coast, migratory birds begin to ; 

come in from the sea in immense numbers. Innumerable ! 

species of ducks, geese, and swans — many of them un- | 

knmvn to the American ornithologist— swarm about every s 

little pool of water in the valleys and iqion the lower plai ns ; [ 
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gulls, fish-hawks, and eagles, kcej) up a continual srream- 
ing about the mouths of the numerous rivers, and the 
rocky precipitous coast of the sea is literall)' alive with 
countless millions of red-beaked iniffin or sea-parrots, 
which build their nests in the crevices and u])un the ledges 
of the most inaccessible (dills, and at the report of a pis- 
tol fly out in clouds which fairl)' darken the air. besides 
these predatory and aquatic birds, there are many others 
which are not as gregarious in their habits, and which, 
consequently, attract less notice. Among these are the 
common barn and chimney swallows, crows, ravens, mag- 
pies, thrushes, plover, ptarmigan, and a kind of grouse 
known to the Russians as“teteer.” Only one singing- 
bird, as far as I know, is to be found in the countiy, and 
that is a species of small ground sparrow ivhich frequents 
the drier and more grassy plains in the vicinity of tlie Rus- 
sian settlements. 

The village of Geezhega, where we had temporarily es- 
tablished our head-quarters, was a small settlement of per- 
haps fifty or sixty plain log-houses, situated upon the left 
bank of the Geezhega River, eight or ten miles from the 
gulf. It was at that time one of the most important and 
flourishing settlements upon the coast of the Okhotsk Sea, 
and controlled all the trade of Northeastern Siberia as 
far north as the Anadyr and as far west as the village of 
Okhotsk. It Avas the residence of a local governor, the 
head-quarters of four or five Russian merchants, and was 
visited annually by a government supply steamer, and sev- 
eral trading-vessels belonging to wealthy American houses. 
Its qiopulation consisted principally of Siberian Cossacks 
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and the descendants of compulsory emigrants from Rus- 
sia proper, who had received their freedom as coinpensa.- 
tion for forcible expatriation. Like all other w/Mv/inhabil- 
ants of Siberia and Karatcliatka, they depended for their 
subsistence principally upon fish ; but as the. country 
abounded in game, and the climate and soil in the valley 
of the Geezhega River permitted the cultivation of the 
hardiest kinds of garden vegetables, their condition was 
undoubtedly much better than it would have been in Rus- 
sia proper. They were perfectly free, could dispose of 
their time and services as they chose, and by hiring them- 
selves and their dog-sledges to Russian traders in the 
winter, they earned money enough to keep themselves 
supplied with the simpler luxuries, such as tea, sugar, 
and tobacco, throughout the year. Like all the inhabit- 
ants of .Siberia, and indeed like all Rinssians, they were 
extremely hospitable, good-natured, and obliging, and con- 
tributed not a little to our comfort and amusement during 
the long mouths which w'e Avere obliged to spend in their 
far a.way isolated settlement. 

The presence of Americans in a village so little fre- 
quented by strangens as Geezhega had a very eii]i\X‘ning 
influence upon society, and as soon as the inhabitants 
ascertained by experiment that the.se distinguished so- 
journers did not consider it beneath their dignity to as- 
sociate with the “ prostoinarod,” or common people, they 
overwhelmed us ivith invitations to tca-])arties and even- 
ing dances. Anxious to see more of the life of the peo- 
ple, and glad to do an}hhing which wmuld diversify our 
monotonous existence, w'e made it a point to accept every 
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such invitation which we received, a.nd many were the 
dances which iVrnoid and I attended during the absence 
of tlie Major and the Russian (governor at Anadyrsk. 
We had no occasion to ask our Cossack Yagor when, 
tliere was to be another dance. The question was rather, 
“ Where is the dance to be to-night ? ” because we knew to 
a certainty that there would be one soincwliere, and wish- 
ed only to know Avhether the house in which it was to be 
held had a ceiling high enough to insure the safety of our 
heads. It would seem like aq^reposterous idea to invite 
people to dance the Russian jig in. a room which was too 
low to permit a man of average stature to stand upright; 
but it diet not .seem at all so to these enthusiastic pleas- 
ure-seekers in Geezhega, and night after night they would 
go hopping around a seven-by-nine room to the music of 
a ci*azy fiddle and a two-stringed guitar, stepping on each 
other’s toes and bumping their heads against the ceiling 
with the most cheerful equanimity imaginable. At these 
dancing parties the Americans always received a hearty 
welcome, and were fed with berries, black bread, and tea, 
until they could eat and dance no more. Occasionally, 
however, Siberian hospitality took a form which, to say 
the least, was not altogether pleasant. .For instance, 
Dodd and I were invited one evening to some kind of an 
entertainment at the house of one of the Cossacks, and, 
as was customary in such cases, onr host set before us a 
plain lunch of black bread, salt, raw frozen fish, and a 
small pepper-sauce bottle about half full of some liquid 
which he declared to be “ vodka.” Knowing, that there 
was no liquor in the settlement except what we had, Dodd 


inquired whore he had obtained it. He replied with evi- 
dent embarrassment that it was some whu;h be had 
bought from a trading-vessel the previous hill, and which 
he had reserved for cases of emergency ! I didn’t believe' 
that there was a Cossack in all Northeastern Siberia who 
was callable of reserving a bottle of liquor for any such 
length of time, and in view of his evident uneasiness we 
thought best to decline to partake of the liquid refresh- 
ments and to ask no further questions. It might be 
“vodka,” but it Avas not free from suspicion. Upon our 
return home I called our boy and inquired if he knew 
anything about the Cossack’s liquor — ^liow he obtained it, 
and where it came from at that season of the year, when 
none of the Russian merchants had any for sale. The 
boy hesitated a moment, but upon being questioned close- 
ly he explained the mystery. It appears that the liquor 
was ours. "Whenever any of the inhabitants of the village 
came to call upon us, as they fre(piently did, especially 
upon holidays, it was customary to give each one of them 
a drink. Taking advantage of this cu.stom, our friend the 
Cossack used to provide himself with a small bottle, hang 
it about his neck Avith a string, conceal it under his fur 
coat, and present himself at our house every now and 
then for the ostensible purpose of congratulating us upon 
some Russian holiday. Of course wc Avere expected to 
reward this disinterested sociability with a drink. I'he 
Cossack Avould swallow all he could of the fiery stuff, and 
then holding as much as possible in his mouth he Avould 
make a terrible giimace, cover his face Avith one hand as 
if the liquor Avere very strong, and start hurriedly for the 
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kitchen to get some water. As soon as he was secure 
from observation: he would take out his bottle, deposit in 
it the last mouthful of liquor which ho had ?iot swallow- 
ed, and return in a few moments to thank us for our hos- 
pitality — and our “vodka.” This mamcuvre he had 
been practising at our expense for an unknown length of 
time, and had finally accumulated nearly a junt. He then 
had the unblushing audacity to set this half-swallowed 
“vodka” before Its in an old pepper-sauce bottle, and 
pretend that it was some which he had reserved since the 
previous Ball for eases of emei’gency ! Could human im- 
pudence go farther ? 

I will relate one other incident which took place during 
the first month of our residence at Geez-hega, and which 
illustrates another phase of the popular character, viz. : 
extreme superstition. As I was sitting alone in the house 
one morning, drinking tea, I was interrupted by the sud- 
den entrance of a Russian Cossack named Kolmagorof. 
He seemed to be unusually sober and anxious about 
something, and as soon as he had bowed and bade me 
good morning, he turned to our Cossack, Vushine, and 
began in a low vpice to relate to him something which 
had just occurred, and which seemed to be of great in- 
terest to them both. Owing to my imperfect knowledge 
of the language, and the low tone in -which the conversa- 
tion was carried on, I failed to catch its purport 3 but it 
closed with an earnest request from Kolmagorof that Vu- 
shine should give him some article of clothing, which 1 
understood to be a scarf or tijjpet. Vushine immediately 
went to a little closet in one corner of tlie room, where 


TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


v153; 

he was in the habit of storing his personal effects, draggL-d 
out a large seal-skin hag, and began searching in it for the 
desired article. After })ulling out three or four pair of fur 
boots, a lump of tallow, some dog-skin .stockings, a 
hatchet, and a bundle of squirrel-skins, he finally ]>roduced 
and held up in triumph one-half of an old, dirty, moth- 
eaten woollen tippet, and handing it to Kolmagorof, he rc*- 
sumed his search for the missing piece. This also he 
presently found, in a Avorse state of preservation, if pas- 
sible, than the other. They looked as if they had lieeii 
discoA'ered in the bag of some poor rag-picker who had 
fished, them up out of a gutter in the Five Points. Kol- 
luagorof tied the two pieces together, Avrapiied them up 
carefully in an old newspaper, thanked Viishine for his 
trouble, and, with an air of great relief, boAved again to 
me and went out. Wondering Avhat use he could make 
of such a worn, dirty, dilapidated article of clothing as 
that Avhich he had received, I applied to Vushine for a 
solution of the mystery. 

“ What did he Avant that tippet for ?” I inquired ; ‘.‘it 
isn’t good for anything.” 

“ I know,” replied Vushine, “ it is a miserable old thing ; 
but there is no other in the village, and his daughter has 
got the ‘ Anadyrski boP (Anadyrsk sickness).” 

“ Anadyrski bol ! ” I repeated in astonishment, never 
having heard of the disease in question; “Avhat has the 
‘ Anadyrski bol’ got to do Avuth an old tippet ? ” , 

“ Why, you see, his daughter has asked for a tippet, and 
as she has the Anadyrsk sicknes.s, they must get one f(»r 
her. It don’t make any difference about its being old.” 



This struck me as being a very singular explanation of 
a very curiotis performance, and I proceeded to (jiiestion 
Vushine more closely as to the nature of this strange dis- 
ease, and the manner in which an old moth-eaten tii)])et 
could afford relief. I'he information wliich 1 gathered 
was briefly as follows: The ‘‘Anadyrski bol,” so called 
from its having originated at Anadyrsk, was a ]')eculiar 
form of disease, resembling very much the modern spi- 
ritual “ trance,” which had long prevailed in Northeast- 
ern Siberia, and which defied all ordinary remedies and 
all usual methods of treatment. The persons attacked 
by it, who were generally women, became unconscious of 
all surrounding things, acquired suddenly a faculty of 
speaking languages which they had never heard, particu- 
larly the (lakout language, and were gifted temporarily 
with a sort of second-sight or clairvoyance which enabled 
them to describe accurately objects which they could not 
see and never had seen. While in this state they would 
freipiently ask for some particular thing, whose appearance 
and exact location they would describe, and unles.s it was 
brought to them they would apparently go into convulsions, 
sing in the Gakout language, utter strange cries, and behave 
generally as if they were insane. Nothing could quiet 
them until the article for which they had asked should be 
produced. Thus Kolmagorof ’s daughter had im])eratively 
demanded a woollen tippet, and as the ])oor Cossack had 
nothing of the sort in the house, he had started out 
through the village to find one. This was all the infor- 
mation which Vushine could give ine. He had never 
seen one of these possessed persons himself, and had only 
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hoard of the disease from others ; hut he said that Padcrin, 
the Chief of the Geezhega Cossacks, could undoubtedly 
tell me all about, it, as his daughter had been similarly 
afflicted. Surprised to find aijiong the ignorant iieasantry 
of Northeastern Siberia a disca.se who.se .symptoin.s re- 
sembled so closely the phenomena of modern .spiritualism, 
I determined to investigate the subject as far as possible, 
and as soon as the Major came in, f persuaded him to 
send for Paderin, The Chief of the Cossacks — a simple, 
honest old fellow, whom it was impossible to suspect of 
intentional deception — confirmed all that \hishine had 
told me, and gave us many additional particulars. He 
said that he had frequently he.ard his daughter talk the 
Gakout language while in one of these trances, and had 
even known her to relate events which were occurring at 
a distance of several hundred miles. The Major inquired 
hoiv he knew that it was the Gakout kniguage which his 
daughter spoke. He said he did not know certainly that 
it was ; but it was not Russian, nor Korak, nor any 
other native language wdth which he ivas familiar, and it 
sounded very much like Gakout. I incpiired what was 
done in ca.se the sick person demanded some article which 
itVas impossible to obtain. Paderin replied that he had 
never heard of such an instance ; if the article a.sked for 
\vas an uncommon one, the girl always slated where it 
was to be found — freciucntly describing with the greatest 
minuteness things which, so far as he knew, she had 
never seen. On one occasion, he said his daughter 
asked for a particular spotted dog which he was accus- 
tomed to drive in his team. The dog was brought into the 



room, and the girl at once became quiet j but ii’oin tliat 
time the dog itself became so wild and restless as to be 
almost unmanageable, and he was linally oldiged to kill 
him. “ And do you believe in all this stuff?” broke in 
the Major impatiently, as Paderin hesitated for a moment. 

“1 believe in God and in our Saviour Jesus Christ,” 
reidicd the Cossack, as he crossed himself devoutly. 

“'I’hat’s all right, and so you ought,” rejoined the 
Major ; “ but that has nothing whatever to do with Ihe 
‘ Anadyr.sk bob’ Do -you really believe that these women 
talk in the Gakout language, which they have never 
heard, and describe things which they have never seen ? ” 

Paderin shrugged his shoulders expressively and said 
that he believed what he saw. He then proceeded to relate 
to us further and still more incredible particulars a.s to 
the symptoms of the disease, and the mysterious powers 
which it developed in the persons attacked, illustrating his 
statements by reference to the case of his own daughter. 
He was evidently a firm believer in the reality of the 
sickness, but would not say to what agency he ascribed 
the phenomena- of second-sight and the ability to 
si)eak strange languages, which were its most remarkable 
symptoms.! ^ 

During the day we happened to call upon the Ispravnik 
or Russian Governor, and in course of conversation men- 
tioned the “Anadyrsk bol,” and related some of the 
stories which we had heard from Paderin. I'he I.spravnik 
— skeptical upon all subjects, and esiiecially upon this — 
said that he had often heard of the disease, and that his 
wife was a firm believer in it, but that in his opinion it 
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was a humbug, which (le.served no other treatment than 
severe corporal punishment. The Russian iieasantry, he 
said, were very superstitious and would believe almost any- 
thing, and the “Anadyrsk bol” was jiartly a delusion and 
partly an imposition practised by the women u])on their 
male relatives to further some selfish purpose. A ^voman 
who wanted a new bonnet, and who could not obtain it 
by the ordinary method of teasing, found it ^'ery conve- 
nient as a “ dernier ressort ” to fall into a trance state and 
demand a bonnet as a physiological necessity. If the 
husband still remained obdurate, a few well-executed con- 
vulsions and a song or two in the so-called Gakout lan- 
guage were generally sufficient to bring him to terms. He 
then related an instance of a Russian merchant whose 
wife was attacked by the “ Anadyrsk hoi,” and who actually'' 
made a vHnter journey from Geezhega to Gainsk — a 
distance of 300 versts — to procure a silk dress for which 
she had asked and which could not he elsewhere obtained 1 
Of course the women do not always ask for articles 
which they might be supposed to want in a state of health. 
If they did, it would soon arouse the suspicions of their 
deluded husbands, fathers, and brothers, and lead to 
inconvenient' inquiries, if not to still more unpleasant 
experiment, upon the character of the my.sterious disease. 
To avoid this, and to blind the men to the real nature of 
the deception, the women frequently asic for dog.s, sledge.s, 
axes, and other similar articles of which lliey can make 
no possible use, and thus persuade their credulous male 
relatives that their demands are governed only by diseased 
caj'irice and have in view no definite object. Such was 
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the rationalistic explanation which the Ispravnik gave of 
the curious delusion known as the “ Anadja-sk bol and 
although it argued more subtlety on the part of tlie women 
and more- credulity on the part of the men than I had 
supposed either sex to be capable of, I could not but 
admit that the explanation was a plausible one, and 
accounted satisfactoril}'- for most of the phenomena. 

In view of this remarkable piece of feminine strategy, 
our strong-minded rvomen in America must admit that 
their Siberian sisters show greater ingenuity in obtaining 
their rights and throiving dust in the eyes of their lords 
and masters than has yet been exhibited by all the 
Women’s Rights Associations in Christendom, To invent 
an imaginary disease with such peculiar symptoms, cause 
it to prevail as an epidemic throughout a whole country, 
and use it as a lever to open the masculine pocket-books 
and supply feminine wants, is the greatest triumph which 
woman’s craft has ever achieved o\’'er man’s stupidity! 

The effect of the Ispravnik’s revelation upon Dodd was 
very singular. He declared that he felt the premonitory 
symptoms of the “Anadyrsk bol” coming on, and was 
sure that he was destined to be a victim to the insidious 
disease. He therefore requested the Major not to be 
surprised if he should come home some day and find him 
in strong convulsions, singing “ Yankee Doodle ” in the 
(Takout language,* and demanding his back pay! 'I'he 
Major assured him that, in a case of such desperate emer- 
gency, he should be compelled to apply the Ispravnik’s 
reined)^, viz., twenty lashes on the bare back, and advised 
him to postpone his convulsions until the e.^chequer of 


the Siberian Division should be in a condition to meet his 
demands. 

Our life at Geediega during the early ])art of June was 
a very decided improvement iipon the experience of the 
previous si.x montl)S. The weather was generally warm 
and pleasant, the hills and valleys were green with hixuvi- 
ant vegetation, daylight had become peqjcUial, aiul we 
had nothing to do but ramble about tlie countiy in [uir- 
suit of game, row down to the mouth of the river occa- 
sionally to look for vessels, and plan all sorts of amuse- 
ments to pass away the time. 

The nights were the most glorious parts of the clays, but 
the perpetual light seemed evetr more strange to us at 
first than the almost perpetual darkness of winter. We 
could never decide to our own satisfaction when one day 
ended and another began, or when it wal' time to go to 
bed. It seemed ridiculous to make any preparations for 
retiring before the sun had set ; and yet, if we did not, it 
was sure to rise again before we could possibly get to 
sleep, and then it seeriied just as preposterous to lie in. bed 
as it did in the first place. We finally compromised the 
matter by putting tight wooden shutters over all our win- 
dows, and then, by lighting candles inside, succeeded in 
][)ersuading our unbelieving senses that it was night, 
although the sun outside was shining avith noon-day bril- 
liancy. When we awoke, however, another difficulty pre- 
sented itself. Did we go to bed to-day ? or was it yester- 
day ? And Avhat time is it now? To-day, yesterday, and 
to-moiTcaw were all mixed up, and we found it almost im- 
possible to distinguish one from the other. I caught my- 





self I'epeateclly making two entries in my journal in the 
course of twenty-four hours, with the mistaken impression 
that two days had passed. 

As soon as the ice was fairly out of Geezlreginsk Gulli, 
so that vessels might be expected to enter, Major i-Vbasa 
caused a number of Cossacks to be stationed at the 
mouth of the river, with orders to watch night and day for 
sails and warn us at once if any appeared. 

On the rSth of June the trading brig “Hallie Jack- 
son,” belonging to W. H. Bordman, of Boston, entered 
the gulf, and as soon as the tide permitted, ran into the 
mouth of the river to discharge her cargo. This vessel 
brought us the first news from the great outside world 
which we had received in more than eleven months, and 
her arrival was hailed with the greatest enthusiasm by 
both Russians and Americans. Half the population of 
the village came hurrying down to the mouth of the river 
as soon as it became known that a ship had arrived, and 
the landing-place for several days was a scene of un- 
wonted activity and excitement. The “Jackson” could 
us no information with regard to the vessels of our 
Company, except that when she sailed from San Francisco 
in March they were being rapidly loaded and fitted for 
She brought, however, all the stores which Ave had 
left at Petropavlovski the previous fall, as Avell as a large 
cargo of tea, sugar, tobacco, and sundries for the Sibe- 
trade. 

We had found by oiir Avinter’s experience that money 


and Anad^Tsk ; and that tea, sug;i,r, and tobacco Averc in 
every way prefei-able, on account of the universal con- 
sumption of lliose articles throughout the country and the 
high price whiclr they commanded during the winter 
months. A laborer or teamster who would demand 
tu'cnty roubles in money for a month’s Avork, was entirely 
satisfied if we gave him eight pounds of tea and ten 
jrounds of sugar in its stead ; and as the latter cost ns only 
ten roubles, we made a saving of one-half in all our ex- 
penditures. In view of this fact Major Abasa determined 
louse as little money as possible, and pay for labor in 
merchandise at current rates. He accordingly purchased 
from the “ Jackson” 10,000 lbs. of tea and 15 or 20,000 
lbs. of white loaf-sugar, Avliich he stored away in the 
Government magazines, to be used during the coming 
winter instead of money. 

The ‘‘Jackson” distharged all the cargo Avhich she in- 
tended to leave at Geezhega, and as soon as the tide was 
sufficiently high to enable her to cross the bar at the 
mouth of the river, she sailed for Petropavlovski and left 
us again alone. 


CHAPTER XXXir. 



WKAliY WAITING— MOSQUITOES — ARRIVAL OF A RUSSIAN 
FRIGATE. 

After the depaiture of the “ Jackson ” we began to look 
forward with eager anticipation to the arrival of our own 
vessels and the termination of our long imprisonment at 
Geezhega. Eight months of nomadic camp-life had 
given us a taste for adventure and excitement which noth- 
ing but constant travel could gratify, and as soon as the 
first novelty of idleness wore off we began to tire of our 
compulsory inactivity, and became impatient for work. 
We had exhausted all the amusements of Geezhega, read all 
the newspapers which had been brought by the “Jackson,” 
discussed their contents to the minutest details, explored 
every foot of ground in the vicinity of the settlement, and 
tried everything which our ingenuity could devise to pass 
away the time, but all to no avail. 'Phe days seemed in- 
terminable, the long-expected ships did not come, and 
the mosquitoes and gnats made our life a burden. 

About the tenth of July the mosquito — that curse of the 
nortliern summer— rises out of the damp moss of the 
lower plains, and winds his shrill horn to apprise all ani- 
mated nature of liis triumphaut resurrection and his wil- 
lingness to furnish musical entertainment to man and 
beast upon extremely reasonable terms. In three or four 
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days, if the weathei* be still and warm, tlie whole atmos- 
phere will be literally filled -with clouds of mosquitoes, and 
from that time until the loth of August they persccaite everv'- 
living thing with a bloodthirsty eagerness which knows no 
rest and feels no pity. Escape i.s impossible and defence 
useless; they follow their unhappy victims everywhere, 
and their untiring perseverance overcomes every obstacle 
which human ingenuity can throw in their way. Smoke 
of any ordinary density they treat with contcngilnous 
indifference ; mosquito-bars they either evade or earn- by 
assault, and only by burying himself alive can man hope 
to final!)'’ escape their relentless persecution. In vain sve 
w’ore gauze veils over our lieads and concealed ourselves un- 
der calico “ pologs.” The multitude of our tiny assailants 
wa.s so great that some of them sooner or later were sure 
to find an unguarded opening, and just when we thought 
ourselves most secure we w'ere suddenly surprised and 
driven out of our shelter by a fresh and unexpected attack. 
Mosquitoes, I know, do not enter into the popular con- 
ception of Siberia ; but never in any tro[)ical country have 
I seen them prevail in such, immense numbers as in Xorth- 
eastern Siberia clnring the month of July. They make the 
great moss toondras ” in some places utterly uniuhabitalde, 
and force even the fur-clad reindeer to seek the shelter and 
the cooler atmosphere of tlie mountains. In the Russian 
settlements they torment dogs and cattle until the latter 
run furiously about iii a perfect frenzy of pain, and tight 
desperately for a place to stand in the smoke of a fire. 
As far north as the settlement of Kolyma, on the coast of 
the Arctic Ocean, the natives are compelled, in still, 
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■warm weather, to surround their houses with a circle of 
“ smudges,” to protect themselves and their domestic, 
animals from the ceaseless persecution of mosf|uitoes. 

Early in . July all the inhabitants of Geezhega, with the 
e.xception of the Governor and a few Russian merchants, 
closed their winter-houses, and removed to their “le- 
tovas ” or summer fishing-stations along the banks of the 
river, to await the arrival of the .salmon. E'inding the 
deserted village rather dull, Dodd, Robinson, Arnold, 
and 1 removed to the mouth of the river, and took up 
our quarters once more in the empty government store- 
house which we had occupied (luring the stay of the 
“ Hallie Jackson.” 

I will not dwell long upon the monotonous discom- 
fort of the life which we led for the next month. It 
may all be com])riscd in four words — inactivity, disap- 
pointment, mostiuitoes, and misery. T.ooking for vessels 
•was our only duty, fighting mosquitoes our only diversion ; 
and as the former never appeared and the latter never 
disappeared, both occupations w^ere equally unprofitable 
and unsatisfactory. Twenty times a day we put on our 
gauze veils, tied our clothing down at the wrists and an- 
kles, and climbed laboriously to the summit of a high bluff 
to look for vessels ; but twenty times a clay we returned 
disappointed to our bare, cheerless rooms, and vented our 
indignation indiscriminately upon the country, the Com- 
pany, the ships, and the mosquitoes. We could not help 
feeling as if we had dropped out of the great current of 
human atfairs, as if our places in,.the distant busy world 
had been filled and our very existence forgotten. 
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I'hr diief engineer of our enterprise had promised faith- 
fully that ships Avith men, material, and supplies for tlie 
immediate prosecution of the Avork, should be at C'lecvhc- 
ga and at the mouth of the Anadyr River as early in the 
season as ice Avould permit them to enter ; but it was now 
August, and they had not yet made their aii]>earan('t'. 
Whether they had been lost, or whether the whole enter- 
prise had been abandoned, we could only conjecture ; hut 
as week after week passed arvay without bringing any 
news, we gradually lost all hope and began to discuss the 
advisability of sending some one to the Siberian capital to 
inform the Company by telegraph of our situation. 

It is but justice to Major Abasa to say that during all 
these long weary months of waiting he never entirely gave 
up to discouragement, nor allowed himself to doubt the 
perseverance of the Goinpany in the work which it had 
undertaken. The ships might have been belated or have 
met with some misfortune, but he did not think it possible 
that the work had been abandoned, and he continued 
throughout the summer to make such preparations as he 
could for another Avinter’s campaign. 

Early in August, Dodd and I, tired of looking for ves- 
sels Avhich never came, and AA’hich Ave firmly believed 
never Avould come, returned on foot to the settlemeni, 
leaving Arnold and Robinson to maintain the AA^atch at the 
mouth of the river. 

Late in the afternoon of the 14th, while I Avas busily 
engaged in drawing maps to illustrate the explorations of 
the previous wunter, our Cossack servant came rushing 
furiously into the house, breathless Avith haste and excite- 
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ni ent, crying out: ‘‘Pooshka! soodna!”— a cannon! a 
shi]-) ! Knowing that three cannon shots were the sig- 
nals which Aniold and Robinson had been directed to 
make in case a vessel was seen entering the gulf, we ran 
hurriedly out of doors and listened eagerly for a second 
report. We had not long to wait. Another kiint, dull 
explosion was heard in the direction of the light-house, fol- 
lowed at an interval of a moment by a third, leaving no 
room for a doubt that the long-expected ships had arrived. 
Amid great excitement a canoe was hastily prepared and 
launched, and taking our seats upon bear-skins in the bot- 
tom, we ordered our Cossack rowers to push off. At 
every “ letova” or fishing-station which we passed in our 
rapid descent of the river, we were hailed with shouts of: 
“ Soodna ! ” ‘‘ soodna ! ’’--a ship ! a ship ! and at the last 
one— Volynkina— -where we stopped for a moment to rest 
our men, avc Avere told that the vessel Avas boaa' in plain 
sight from the hills, and that she had anchored near an 
island knoAvn as the Afatooga, about tAvelve miles distant 
from the mouth of the river. Assured that it Avas no fa’se 
alarm, we pushed on with redoubled speed, and in fifteen 
minutes more landed at the head of the gulf. Arnold 
and Robinson, Avith the Russian pilot, Kerrillof, had al- 
icady gone off to the x'essel in the gOA^ernment Avhale- 
boat, .so that there remained nothing for us to do but 
climb to the summit of light-house bluff and AA'atch impa- 
tiently for their return. 

It Avas late in the afternoon Avhen the signal of a a'csscI 
in sight had been given, and by the time avc reached the 
month of the river it Avas nearly sunset. The ship, which 
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was a good-si/.ed barque, lay quietly at anchor near the 
middle of the gulf, about twelve nhles distant, with a 
small American Hag Hying at her peak. We could see 
the government whale-boat towing astern, and knew that 
Arnold and Wobinson must be on board ; but the shijVs 
boats still hung at the davits, and no jireparations were 
apparently being made to come ashore. 'l.'ho Rtihsian 
Governor had made us promise when wc left the settle- 
ment, that if the reported ve.ssel turned out a reality and 
not a delusion, we would fire three more guns. .Fre- 
quent disappointment had taught him the fidlibility of 
human testimony touching the arrival of ships at that 
particular port, and he did not proYJO.se to make a jour- 
ney to the light-house in a leaky canoe, unless further 
intelligence should fully justify it As there could no 
longer be any doubt about the fact, we loaded up the old 
rusty cannon once more, stuffed it full of wet grass to 
strengthen its voice, and gave the desired signals, which 
echoed in successive crashes from every rocky promon- 
tory along the coast, and died away to a faint mutter far 
out at sea. . . 

In the course of an hour the Governor made his ap- 
pearance, and as it was beginning to grow dark, we all 
climbed once more to the summit of the bluff to take a 
last look at the ship before she should be hidden h'om 
sight. There was no appearance of activily on board, 
and the lateness of the hour made it improbalde that 
Arnold and Robinson woidcl return before morning. We 
went back therefore to the empty government house, of 
“kazarme,” and spent half the night in fruitless conjee- 
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tures as to the cause of the vessel’-s late arrival and the 
nature of the news which she would bring. 

With the earliest morning twilight Dodd and I clam- 
bered again to the crest of the bluft', to assure oui'selves 
by actual observation that the ship had not vanished like 
the Flying Dutchman under cover of darkness, and left 
us to mourn another disappointment. There was little 
ground for fear. Not only was the barque still in the 
position which she had previously occiqned, but there 
had been another arrival during the night. A large three- 
masted steamer, of apparently 2,000 tons, was lying in the 
offing, and three small boats could be seen a few miles 
distant pulling eagerl)'- toward the mouth of the river. 
Dreat was the e.Kcitement wffiicli this discovery produced. 
Dodd rushed furiously down the hill to the kazarme, 
shouting to the Major that there was a steamer in the 
gulf, and that boats were within five miles of the light- 
house. In a few moments we were all gathered in a 
group on the highest point of the bluff, spccuialing upon 
the character of the mysterious steamer which had thus 
taken us by surprise, and watching the approach of the 
boats. The largest of these was now within three miles, 
and our glasses enabled us to distinguish in the long, 
regular sweep of its oars, the practised stroke of a man- 
of-war’s crew, and in its stern sheets the peculiar 
shoulder-straps of Russian officers. The steamer was 
evidently a large ship-of-war, but what had brought her 
to that remote, unfre(piented part of the world we could 
not conjecture. 

In half an hour more two of the boats were abrea.st of 
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light-house IjlufF, and we descended to the landing [tlace 
to meet them in a state of excitement not easi)}' imagined. 
Fourteen months had elapsed since we had heard from 
home, and the prospect of receiving letter.s and of getting 
once more to work was a sufficient excuse for nniisiial ex- 
citement. The smallest boat was the first to reach the 
shore, and as it grated on the .sandy beach an officer in 
blue naval uniform sprang out and introduced him.self as 
Captain Sutton, of the Russo-American 'relegrajih Com- 
pany’s barque “Clara Bell,” two months from San h’ran- 
cisco, with men and material for the constriictiou of the 
line. “ Where have you been all summer?” demanded 
the Major as he shook hands with the Captain ; “we have 
been looking for you ever since June, and had about come 
to the conclusion that the work was abandoned.” Gap-; 
tain Sutton replied that all of the Company’s ve.ssel s had 
been late in leaving San Francisco, and that he had also 
been detained some time in Petropavlovski by circum- 
stances explained in his letters. ‘‘ What steamer is that 
lying at anchor beyond the “Clara Bell,” inquired the 
Major. “That is the Russian corvette 'Varag,’ from 
Japan.” — “But what is she doing up here?” — 
said the Captain Avith a quizzical smile, “you ought to 
know, sir ; 1 understand that she reports to you for 
orders ; I believe she has been detailed by the Russian 
Government to assist in the construction of the line ; at 
least that was what I was told when avc met her at Petro- 
pavlovski. She ho-s a Russian Commissioner on board, 
and a correspondent of the AFki York Herald." This 
was unexpected news. We had heard that the Russian 
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and American Naval Deiiartments had been instructed to 
send ships to Behring’s Sea to assist the Coini^any In mak- 
ing soundings and laying down the cable between the 
American and Siberian coasts, but we had never expected 
to see either of these vessels at Cleezhega. I’he simul- 
taneous arrival of a loaded barque, a steam corvette, a 
Russian Commissioner, and a correspondent of the 
Yoi'k Herald, certainly looked like business, and we con- 
gratulated ourselves and each other upon tlie improving 
prospects of the Siberian Division. 

The corvette’s boat by tliis time had reached the shore, 
and after making the acquaintance of Mr. Anossof, Gol. 
Knox, the correspondent, and half a dozen Russian 

officers who spoke English Avith the greatest fluency, we 
proceeded to open and read our long-delayed mail. 

The news, as far as it related to the affairs of the Com- 
pany and the prospects of the enterprise, was very satis- 
factory. Col. Bulkley, the Engineer-in-Chief, had touched 
at Petropavlovski on his way north, and had Avritten us 
from there by the “ Varag ” and. the “Clara Bell” full 
particulars as to his movements and dispositions. Three 
Amssels — the “ Clara Bell,” “ Palmetto,” and “ OriAA’-ard ” — ■ 
had been sent from San Francicso to Geezhega Avith a force 
of about sixty men, and large assorted cargoes to the value 
of sixty thousand dollars. One of these, the “ Clara Bell,” 
loaded Avith brackets and insulators, had already arrived ; 
and the other two, VA'ith commissary stores, Avire, instruments 
and men, Avere en route. A fourth vessel Avith thirty offi- 
cers and Avorkmen, a small river steamer, and a full supply 
of tools and provisions, had also been sent to the mouth 
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of the Anadyr River, where it would be received h}' I.ieut. 
Bush. The corvette “ Yarag" had been detailed by the 
Russian Naval Department to assist in kiying the cable 
across .Behring’s Straits ; but as the cable, which was or- 
dered in England, laid not arrived, there was nothing in 
particular for the “Varag” to do, and Col. Bulkloy had 
sent her with the Russian Commissioner to (lee/.hega. 
Owing to iler great draught of water — twenty-two feet — 
she could not safely come within loss thati fifteen or 
twenty miles of the Okhotsk Sea coast, and c'ould not of 
course give us much assistance ; but her very presence, 
wuth a special Russian Gomiuissioner on board, invested 
our enterprise with a sort of governmental authority' and 
sanction, which enabled us to deal more successfully with 
the local authorities and people than would otherwise 
have been possible. 

It had been Major Abasa’s intention, as soon as one of 
the Company^’s vessels should arrive, to go to the Russian 
city and province of Yakoulsk,on the I.ena River, engage 
there five or six hundred native laborers, purchase three 
hundred horses, and make arrangements for their distri- 
bution along the whole route of the line. 'I’he peculiar 
state of affairs, however; at the time the “ Varag” and the 
‘‘Clara Bell” reached Geezhega, made it almost impos- 
sible for him to leave. Two vessels — tlie “ Onward ” ami 
the “ Palmetto” — rvere yet to arrive with large ami val- 
uable cargoes, whose distribution along the coast of Uic 
Okhotsk Sea he wished to superintend in person. Tie de- 
cided therefore to postpone his trip to Yakoutsk until 
later in the fall, and to do what he could in the mean time 
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with the two vessels already at his disposal. The “ Clara 
Bell,” in addition to her cargo of brackets and insulator.s, 
brought a foreman and three or four men as passengens, 
and these Major Aliasa determined to send under com- 
mand of Tacut. Arnold to A'amsk, with order.s to hire as 
many native laborers as possible and begin at once the 
work of cutting poles and preparing station-houses. The 
“ Varag” he proposed to send with stores and des])atches 
to IVlahood, who had been living alone at Okhotsk almost 
live months without news, money, or provisions, and who 
it was presumed must be nearly discouraged. 

On the day larevious to the Varag’s ’’ departure, we 
were all invited by her social and warm-hearted ofilicers 
to a last complimentary dinner ; and although we had not 
liecn and .should not be able with our scanty means to 
reciprocate such attentions, we felt no hesitation in ac- 
cepting the invitation and tasting once more the jdeasurcs 
of civilized life. Nearly all the officers of the “ \"'arag,” 
some thirty in number, spoke Fhiglish with the greatest 
•fluency ; the ship itself was lu.xurionsly fitted up ; a fine mil- 
itary band welcomed us with “ Hail Columbia” when we 
came on board, and played selections from Alartha, Tra- 
viata, and Der Frcischiitz while we dined, and all things 
contributed to make our visit to the“Varag” a bright 
spot in our Siberian experience. 

On the following morning at ten o’clock we returned 
to the Clara Bell ” in one of the latter’s small-boats, and 
the corvette steamed slowly out to sea, her officers wav- 
ing their hats from the quarter-deck in mute farewell, 
and her band playing the Pirate’s Chorus — “ Ever be 
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happy and blest as thou art” — as if in mockery of our 
lonely, cheerless exile I It rvas a gloomy party of men 
which returned that afternoon to a supper of reindeer- 
meat and cabbage in the bare deserted rooms of the g(.iv- 
ernment store-house at Geeiihega ! We realiyicd then, if 
never before, the difference between life in ‘‘ God's 
country ” and existence in Northeastern Asia. 

As soon as possible after the departure of the “ Vanig,” 
the “ Clara Bell” was brought into the mouth of tlie river, 
her cargo of brackets aud insulators discharged, Lieut. 
Arnold and party sent on board, and with the next high 
tide, August 26th, she sailed for A^ainsk and San Fran- 
cisco, leaving no one at Geezliega but the original Kam- 
tchatkan party, Dodd, the Major, and myself. 





CHAPTER XXXIII. 

arrival of supply-ships— last journey to the arc- 
tic CIRCLE — KORAIC DRIVERS^ — FAMINE AT ANADVRSK. 

The brief excitement produced by the ai'rival of the 
Varag and the Clara Bell was succeeded by another 
long, dreary month of waiting, during which we lived as 
before in lonely discomfort at the mouth of the Geezhega 
River. Week after week, passed away without bringing 
any tidings fi-ora the missing' ships, and at last the brief 
nortliern summer closed, snow appeared upon the moun- 
tains, and heavy long-continued storms announced the 
speedy approach of another wunter. More than three 
months had now elapsed since the supposed departure of 
the Otmard Palmetto hom San Francisco, and we 
could only account for their non-appearance by the sup- 
position that they had either been disabled or lost at sea. 
On the i8th of September Major Abasa determined to send 
a messenger to the Siberian capital, to telegraph the Com- 
pany for instructions. Left as we were at the beginning 
of a second winter without men, tools, or materials of any 
kind, except 50,000 insulators and brackets, we could do. 
nothing toward the construction of the line, and our only 
resource was to make our unpleasant situation known to 
the Company. On the 19th, however, before this rcso- 
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lutiou could be ciUTicd into effect, the long-expected 
barque Palnuito arrived, followed closely by the Rus- 
sian supply -steamer Sa^^halin^ from Nikolaevsk. 'Fhe 
latter, being independent of wind and drawing very little 
Avator, had no dilhculty- in crossing the bar and gaining the 
shelter of the river ; but the was compelled 

to anchor outside and await a higher tide, d'he weather, 
which for several day^s had been cold and threatening, 
grcAV momentarily worse, and on the 22d the wind was 
blowing a close-reefed to])sail gale from the southeast, and 
rolling a tremendous sea into the iin]>rotected gulf. 'We 
felt the most serious ajiprehensions for the safety of the 
unfortunate barque; but as the water would not permit 
her to cross the bar at the mouth of the river, nothing 
could be done until another high tide. On the 23d it 
became evident that the Falmetio — upon which now 
rested all our hopes — must incA’itably go ashore. She had 
broken her heaviest anchor, and was drifting slowly but 
surely against the rocky, precipitous coast on the east side 
of the river, where nothing could prevent her from being 
clashed to pieces. As there Avas now no other alternative, 
Capt. Arthur slipped hi.s cable, got his ship under Avay, 
and stood directly in for the month of the riA^er. lie could 
no longer avoid going ashore somcAvhere, and it Avas bet- 
ter to strike on a yielding bar of .sand than to drift hel[)- 
lessly against a black perjAendicular Avail of rode, where 
destruction AAmuld he certain. The barque came gallantly 
in until she Avas only half a mile distant fnjiu the light- 
house, and then grounded heaAuIy in about seven feet of 
water. As soon as she struck she began pounding Avith 
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tremendous violence against the bottom, while the seas 
broke in great white clouds of siiray entirely over her 
quarter-deck. It did not seem probable that she would 
live through the night. As the tide ruse, however, she 
drove flirther and farther in toward the mouth of the river, 
until, at full flood, she was only a quarter of a mile distant. 
.Being a very strongly built ship, she suffered loss damage 
than we supposed, and, as the tide ran out, she lay high 
and dry on the bar, with no more serious injury than the 
loss of her false keel and a few sections of her copper 
sheathing. 

As she was lying on her beam-ends, with her deck ca- 
reened at an angle of forty-five degrees, it was impossible 
to hoist anything out of her hold, but we made prepara- 
tions at once to discharge her cargo in boats as soon as 
another tide should raise her into an upright position. 
We felt little hope of being able to save the ship, but it 
was all-important that her cargo should be discharged 
before she should go to pieces. Capt. Tobezin, of the 
Russian steamer Sakhalin, offered us the use of all his 
boats and the assistance of his crew, and on the following 
day we began work with six or seven boats, a large lighter, 
and about fifty men. The sea still continued to run very 
high ; the barque recommenced her pounding against the 
bottom ; the lighter swamped and sank with a full load 
about a hundred yards from shore, and a miscellaneous 
assortment of boxes, crates, and flour-barrels went swim- 
ming up the river with the tide. Notwithstanding all 
these misfortunes, we kept perseveringly at work with the 
boats as long as there was water enough around the 
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barque to iloat them,’ and by the time the tide; ran out we 
could congratulate ourselves upon having saved provisions 
enough to insure us against starvation, even though the 
ship should go to pieces that night. On the asth tlic 
wind abated somewhat in violence, the sea went down, 
and as the barque did not seem to be seriously injured we 
began to entertain some ;ho])C of saving both ship and 
cargo. From the 25th until the 29th of Sci*tember, all the 
boats of the Stii^/urJin and of the /“u/wt’/A.’, iviih tlic crews 
of both vessels, were constantly engaged in transporting 
stores from the barque to the shore, and on the ^oth at 
least half of the Palmetto's cargo was safely discharged. 
So far as we could judge, there would be nothing to ]ire- 
vent her from going to sea with the first high tide in Oc- 
tober. K careful examination proved that she had sus- 
tained no greater injury than the loss of her fake keel, 
and this, in the opinion of the SaghaUfi's officers, would 
not make her any the less seaworthy, or interfere to any 
extent with her sailing. A new difficulty, however, pre- 
sented itself. The crew of the Palmetto were all 
negroes; and as soon as they learned that Afajor Abasa 
intended to send the barque to San Francisco that kll, 
they promptly refused to go, declaring that the vessel 
was unseaworth)^, and lliat they preferred to sjaend the 
winter in Siberia rather than risk a voyage in her t(j 
America. Major Abasa immediately called a commis.sion 
of the officers of the Saghalln^ and requested them to 
make another examination of the bark and gii-^e him their 
opinion in writing as to her seaworthiness. 'Flie 
examination was made, and the opinion given that she 
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was entirely fit for a voyage to Petropavlovski, Kamtchatka, 
and probably to San Francisco, '.riris decision was read to 
the negroes, but they still persisted in their refusal. After 
warning them of the consecpiences of mutiny, the Alajor 
ordered their ring-leader to be put in irons, and he was 
conveyed on board the Saghalin and imprisoned in the 
“ l)lack hole but his comrades still held out. It was of 
vital importance that the Palmetto should go to sea with 
the first high tide, because the season was already far 
advanced, and she must inevitably be wrecked by ice if 
she remained in the river later than the middle of Octo- 
ber. 

Besides this, Major Abasa would be compelled to leave 
for Yakoutsk on the steamer Saghalin, and the latter was 
now read}^" to go to sea. On the afternoon of the ist, just 
as the Saghalin was getting up steam to start, the negroes 
sent word to the Major that if he would release the man 
whom he had caused to be put in irons, they would do then- 
best to finish unloading the Palmetto and to get her back 
to San Francisco. The man was promptly released, and 
two hours afterwards Major Abasa sailed on the Saghalin 
for Okhotsk, leaving us to do the best we could with our 
half-Avrecked stranded ship and her mutinous crew. 

The cargo of the barque was still only half discharged, 
and we continued for the next five days to unload in boats ; 
but it was hard, discouraging work, as there were only six 
hours in the twenty-four during whiidi boats could reach 
the ship, and those six hours were from eleven o’clock p.m. 
to five in the morning. At all other times die ship lay on 
her beam-ends, and the water around her was too shallow 
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[,o float even a plank. To add, if possible, to our dilflcnl- 
ties and to our anxiety, the weather became .suddenly 
colder, die thennorneter fell to zero, masses of floating 
ice came in with every tide and tore off great sheets of 
the vessel’s copper as they drifted' [last, and the river soon 
became so clioked up with icy fragments that we were 
obliged to haul the boats back and forth witli ropes. In 
spite of weather, water, and ice, however, the r essel’s 
cargo Avas slowly but steadily discharged, and 1 ly the i cth 
of October nothing remained on board except a few hogs- 
heads of flour, some salt beef and pork wliich Ave did not 
AVant, and seventy-five or a hundred tons of coal, 'i'hese 
Ave determined to let her carry back to San Francisco as 
ballast. The tides Avere now getting successively higher 
and higher every day, and on the nth the Pahmito floated 
for the first time in almost three Aveek.s. As soon as her 
keel cleared the bar she was swung around into the chan- 
nel, head to sea, and moored Avith light kedge-anchors, 
ready for a start on the folloAving clay. Since the intensely- 
cold weather of the previous week, her creAV of negroe.s 
had expressed no further desire to spend a winter in Si- 
beria j and unless the Avind should veer suddenly to the 
soutbAvard, Ave could see nothing to prevent her from get- 
ting .safely out of the river. The Avind for once I'lroved 
fiworable, and at 2 t.ji. on the tath of October the Ptd~ 
■metfo shook out her long-furled courses and topsails, cut 
the cables of her kedge-anchors, and Avith a light lireeze 
from the northeast, moved sloAvly out into the gulf. Never 
was music more SAA'cet to my ears than the hearty ‘- Yo 
heave ho !” of her negro crcAV as they sheeted home the 
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topga-Uint, sails outside the bar ! The barque was sal'el) 
at sea She was not a tky too soon in mahing her cscaiie. 

In less than a week after her departure, the nver and the 
upper part of the gulf were so packed with toe that R 
would have been impossible for her to move or to avoid 

total wreck. • r 4.1 

The x)rospects of the enterprise at the openin^ o 

second winter were more favorable than they had been 

at any time since its inception. The Company’s vessels, , 
it is true, Iwd been very la,te in their arrival, and one ot 
them, the Omvard, had not come at all ; but the lal- 
meito had brought twelve or fourteen more men and a 
full supply of tools and provisions, Major Abasa had gone 
to Yakoutsk to hire six or eight hundred native laborers 
and purchase three hundred horses, and we hoped that 
the first of February would find the work progressing rap- 
idly along the whole extent of the line. 

As soon as possible after the departure of the Falmdto 
1 sent Lieut. Sandford and the twelve men whom she had 
brought into the woods on the Geezhega River above the 
settlement, supplied them with axes, snow-shoes, dog- 
sledgcs, and provisions, and set them at work cutting 
])oles and building houses, to be distributed across the 
steppes between Geezhega and Penzhinsk Gulf. I also 
sent a small party of natives under Mr. Wheeler to Gainsk, 
with five or six sledge-loads of axes and provisions for 
Lieut. Arnold, and despatches to be forwarded to Maj. 
Abasa. For the present nothing more could be done on 
the coast of the Okhotsk Sea, and I prepared to start 
once more for the North. We had heard nothing whatever 
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from lACiit. Bush and party since the first of the previous 
May, and we were of course anxious to know what success 
he had met u’ith in cutting and rafting poles down the 
Anadyr River, and what were his prospects and plans for 
the winter. The late arrival of the FabmUo at Cleczhega 
had led us to fear that the vessel dealined for the Anadyr 
might also have been detained, and have placed Lieut. 
Bush and party in a very unpleasant, if not dangerous 
situation. Major Abasa had directed me therefore, when 
he sailed for Okhotsk, to go by the fir.st winter road to 
Anadyrsk and ascertain whether the Company’s vessels 
had been at the mouth of the river, and whether Bush 
needed any assistance. As there was no longer anything to 
detain me at Geezhega, [ packed up my camp equipage 
and extra fur clothes, loaded live sledges with tea, sugar, 
tobacco, and provisions, and on November ad started 
with six Cossacks for my last journey to the Arctic 
Circle. 

In all my Siberian experience 1 can recall no e.xpvedition 
which was so lonely and dismal as this. For the sake of 
saving transportation, I had decided not to take of my 
American comrades with me ; but by many a silent camp- 
fire did I regret my self-denying ecoiionyv, and long for 
the hearty laugh and good-humored raillerj' of my ‘‘ fidus 
Achates” — Dodd. During twenty-five days 1 did not meet 



TENT LIFE IN SIBERIA. 


tertaining than a piece of music made up entirely of rests 
only a vivid imagination can make anything out of cither. 

At Kooeel, on the coast of i’enzhinsk Gulf, I was com- 
pelled to leave my good-humored Cossacks and take tor 
drivers half a dozen stupid, sullen, shaven-headed Koraks, 
and from that time I was more lonesome than ever. 1 
had been able to talk a little with the Cossacks, and had 
managed to pa.ss away the long winter evenings by the 
camp-fire in questioning them about their peculiar beliefs 
and superstitions, and listening to their characteristic 
stories of Siberian life ; but now, as I could not speak 
the Korak language, I was absolutely without any resource 
for amusement. 

My new' drivers were the ugliest, most villanous-look- 
ing Koraks that it w'ould have been possible to select in 
all the Penzhinsk Gulf settlements, and their obstinacy 
and sullen stupidity kept me in a chronic state of ill- 
humor from the time we left Kooeel until w'c reached 
Penzhina. Only by threatening them periodically w'ith a 
revolver could I make them go at all. 'Phe art of camping 
out comfortably in bad weather they knew nothing what- 
ever about, and in vain did I try to teach them. In spite of 
all my instructions and illustrations, they would persist 
night after night in digging a deep narrow' hole in the 
snow for a fire, and squatting around the top of it like 
frogs around the edge of a w'cll, while 1 tnade a camp for 
myself. Of the art of cooking they were equall}’ ignorant, 
and the mystery of canned provisions they could never 
fathom. Why the contents of one can should lie boiled, 
while the contents of another precisely similar can should 
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be fried — why one turned into soup and another into a 
cake — were questions which they gravely discussed nighi 
after night, but about which tliey could never agree, 
^Astounding were the e.Kperiincuts which they oc;casionallv 
tried upon the contents of these incomprehensible tin 
boxes. Tomatoes they brought to me fried into cakes with 
butter, peaches they mixed with canned beef and boiled 
for soup, green corn they sweetened, and desiccated 
vegetables they broke into lumps with stones. N e ver by 
any accident dill they hit upon the right combination, 
unless I stood over them constantly and siijrerlntended 
personally the preparation of my own supper, ignorant 
as they were, however, of the nature of these strange 
American eatables, they alway.s manifested a great curi- 
osity to taste them, and their experiments in this way 
were sometimes very amusing. One evening, soon after 
we left Shestakova., they happened to see me eating a 
pickled cucumber, and as this was something which had 
never come within the range of their limited gastronomical 
experience, they asked me for a piece to taste. Knowing 
well what the result would be, I gave the whole cucumber 
to the dirtiest, worst-looking vagabond in the parly, and 
motioned to him to take a good bite. As he put it to 



his lips his comrades watched him with breathless curiosity 
to see how he liked it. For a moment his lace wore an 
expres.sioa of blended surprise, wonder, and disgu.st which 
was irresistibly ludicrous, and he seemed disposed to spit 
the disagreeable morsel out ; but with a strong effort he 
controlled himself, forced his features into a ghastly 
imitation of satisfaction, smacked his lips, declared it was 
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» akhmel nemelkhin very good, and handed the pickic 
to his next neighhor. d'lie latter was equally aston- 
ished and disgusted with its unexpected sourness, but, 
rather than admit his disappointment and be laughed at 
by the others, he also pretended that it was delicious, and 
passed it along. Six men in succession went through 
with this transparent farce with the greatest solemnity ; but 
wdien they had all tasted it, and all been victimized, they 
hurst out into a simultaneous “ ty-e-e-e ” of astonishment, 
and gave free expression to their long-suppressed emo- 
tions of disgust. The vehement spitting, coughing, and 
washing out of mouths with snow, which succeeded this 
outburst, proved that the taste for pickles is an acquh ed 
one, and that man in his aboriginal state does not possess 
it. What particularly amused me, however, was the way 
in which they imposed on one another, bach iiidu idual 
Korak, as soon as he found that he had been victimized, 
saw at once the necessity of getting even by victimizing 
the next man, and not one of them would admit that 
there was anything bad about the pickle until they had all 
tasted it. “ Misery loves company,” and human natuie 
is the same all the world over. Uissatished as they were 
with the result of this experiment, they w’erc not at all 
daunted, but still continued to ask me for samples of 
every tin can I opened. Just before we reached l^enzhina, 
however, a catastrophe occurred which I'clieved rue from 
their importunity, and inspired them ■with a superstitious 
reverence for tin cans which no subsequent familiarity 
could ever overcome. We were accustomed, when we 
came into camp at night, to set our cans into a bed of hot 


ashes and embers to thaw out, and 1 had cautioned uiv' 
drivers repeatedly not to do this until after the cans hud 
been opened, i could not of course explain to them Unit 
the accumulation of steam would cause the cans to burst ; 
l,)ut I (lid tell them that it would be “ atkiu ” — bad— 
if they did not make a hole in the cover before ]uUting 
the can on the lire. One evening, however, the}' foi-got or 
neglected to take this })recaiition, and while tluw were all 
squatting in a circle around the lire, al ).sorbed in meditation, 
one of the cans suddenly blew up Nvith a tremendous exjilo- 
sion, set free an immense cloud of steam, and scattered 
fragments of boiling hot mutton in every direction. Had a 
volcano opened suddenly under the camp-lire, the Koraks 
could not have been more dismayed. They had not time 
to get up and run away, so they rolled over backward 
with their heels in the air, shouted “ Kammtik ! ” — ^the 
Devil — and gave themselves up for lost. xMy hearty 
laughter iinally reassured them, and made them a little 
ashamed of their momentary panic ; but from that time 
forward they handled tin cans as if they were loaded 
percussion sliells, and could never again be induced to 
taste a morsel of their contents. 

Our jirogrcss toward Anadyrsk after we left the coast 
of the Okhotsk Sea was very slow, on account both (jfthe 
shortness of the days, and the de[)th and softness of tiie 
freshly fallen snow. Fre<}uently, for ten or iifteen miles 
at a sti'ctch, we were compelled to break a j-oacl oi\ snuw- 
siioes for our heavily loaded sledges, and e^'en then our 
tired dogs could hardly struggle through the soft powdery 
drifls. 'The weather, too, was so intensel}’- cold that my 
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mercurial thermometer, which indicated only —23°, was 
almost useless. For several days the mercury never rose 
out of the bulb, and I could only estimate the tempera- 
ture by the rapidity with Avhich my supper fro/e after 
being taken from the fire. More than once soup turned 
from a liquid to a solid in my hands, and geren corn 
froze to my tin plate before I could finish eating it. 

On the fourteenth day after leaving Geezhega avc 
reached the native settlement of Penzhina, two hun- 
dred versts from Anadyrsk. Ours was the llrst arrival at 
that place since the previous JNTay, and the whole popu- 
lation of the village— men, women, children, and dogs— 
turned out en masse to meet us, with the most joyful de- 
monstrations. Six months had elapsed since they last saw 
a strange face or heard from the outside Avorld, and they 
proceeded to fire a salute from half a dozen rusty old 
muskets, as a faint expression of their delight. 

I had confidently expected when I left Geezhega that 
I would meet somewhere on the road a courier with news 
and despatclies from Bush ; and 1 was very much dis- 
appointed and a little alarmed when I reached Penzhina 
to find that no one had arrived at that place from 
Anadyrsk, and that nothing had been heard from our 
party since the previous spring. I felt a presentiment 
that something was wrong, because Bush had been ex- 
pressly directed to send a courier to Geezhega by the 
first winter road, and it was now late in November.. 

On the following day my worst anticipations were re- 
alized. Late in the evening, as I was sitting in the house 
of one of the Russian peasants drinking tea, the cry was 
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raised that “Anaclyrski yaydoot” — some one was coming 
from Anadyrsk ; and running hastily out of tlie house I 
met the long-haired Anadyrsk priest just as he stepped 
from his sledge in front of the door. My first cpiestion of 
course was, “ Where’s Bush ? ” But my heart sank as the 
priest replied, “ Bokh yevo zniet" — (iod only know'S. 
“ lint -where did you see him last — where did he spend 
the summer?” I inquired. “I .saw him la.st at the 
mouth of the Anadyr River, in July,” said the priest, and 
since that time nothing has been heard from him.” A few 


more questions brought out the -whole dismal .story. 
Bush, Macrae, Harder, and Smith, had gone down the 
Anadyr River in June with a large raft of station-houses, 
intended for erection along its banks. After putting up 
these houses at necessary points, they had gone on in 
canoes to Anadyr Bay, to await the arrival of the Com- 
pany’s vessels from San Francisco. Flere the priest had 
joined them and had lived with them several weeks but 
late in July their scanty supply of provisions had given 
out, the expected ships had not come, and the priest re- 
turned to the settlement, leaving the unfortunate Ameri- 
cans in a half-starving condition at the mouth of the-river. 
Since that time nothing whatever had been heard from 
them, and as the priest mournfully said, “ God only 
knew ” where they were and -what had liapi'ieued to them. 
This w'as bad news, but it was not the worst. In conse- 
quence of the entire failure of the salmon fisheries of the 
Anadyr River that season, a terrible famine had broken 
out at , Anadyrsk, part of the inhabitants and nearly 
all the dogs had died of starvation, and the village was 
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almost deserted. Everybody who had dogs enough to 
draw a sledge ha.d gone in search of the Wandering 
Chookchces, with whom they could live until another sum- 
mer ; and the few people who were left in the settlement 
were eating their boots and scraps of reindeer-skin to 
keep them alive. Early in October a party of natives 
had gone in search of Bush and his comrades on dog- 
sledges, but more than a month had now elapsed since 
their departure and they had not yet returned. In all 
probability they had starved to death on the great deso^ 
late plains of the Lower Anadyr, as they had been com- 
pelled to start with only ten days’ provisions, and it was 
doubtful whether they would meet Wandering Chook- 
chees who would supply them with more. 

Such was the first news which I heard from the North- 
ern District — a famine at Anadyrsk, Bush and party- 
missing since July, and eight natives and dog-sledges 
since the middle of October. I did not see how the 
state of affairs could be any rvorse, and I spent a sleep- 
less night in thinking over the situation and trying to 
decide upon some plan of operations. Much as I dreaded 
another journey to the mouth of the Anadyr in midwin- 
ter, I saw no way of avoiding it. The fact that nothing 
had been heard from Bush in four nmnths proved that he 
had met with some misfortune, and it was clearly my duty 
to go to Anad)T Bay in search of him if there was a ]ros- 
sibility of doing so. On the following morning, therefore, 
1 began buying a supply of dog-food, and before night i 
had collected 2,000 dried fish and a quantity of seals’ 
blubber, which I felt Sure would last five dog-teams at 
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least forty days. I then sent for the chief of a liand of 
Wandering Koraks who happened to be encamped near 
Penzhina, and prevailed upon him to drive his herd of 
reindeer to Anadyrsk, and kill enough to supply the 
starving inhabitants with food until they could get other 
help. I also sent two natives bat;k to (loezhega on dog- 
sledges, with a letter to the Russian Governor, apprising 
him of the famine, and another to Dodd, directing him to 
load every dog-sledge he could get with provisions and 
send them at once to Penzhina, where I would make ar- 
rangements for their transportation to the fainine-.strickeii 
settlement. 

1 started myself for Anadyrsk on November 20 th, with 
five of the best men and an equal number of the best 
dog-teams in Penzhina. These men and dogs 1 intended 
to take with me to the mouth of the Anadyr .River if I 
heard nothing from Bush before I reached Anadyrsk. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 


BUSH REDIVIVUS- -SERIOUS UILEMMA—STARVATION THREAT- 
ENED-EIGHT HUNDRED LABORERS HIRED— ENTERPRIS- 
ING AMERICAN — A WILDERNESS. 

Availing ourselves of the road which had been broken 
by the sledges of the priest, we made more rapid progress 
toward Anadyrsk than I had anticipated, and on Novem- 
ber 2 2d we camped at the foot of a range of low moun- 
tains known as the “Rooske Krebet,” only thirty versts 
south of the settlement. With the hope of reaching our 
destination before the next morning, we had intended to 
travel all night ; but a storm sprang up most inopportunely 
just before dark and prevented us from getting over the 
pass. About midnight the Avind abated a little, the moon 
came out occasionally through rifts in the clouds, and, 
fearing that we should have no better opportunity, Ave 
roused up our tired dogs and began the ascent of the 
mountain. It Avas a Avild, lonely scene. The snow AAvas 
drifting in dense clouds down the pass, half hiding from 
sight the bare Avhite peaks on either side, and blotting out 
all the landscape behind us as we ascended. Now and 
then the misty moonbeams would struggle faintly through 
the clouds of flying snow and light up for a moment the 
great barren slope of the mountain above our heads 3 then 
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they would be suddenly smothered in dark vapor, the 
wind Avould come roaring down the ravine again, and 
everything would vanish in clouds and darkness. J;)linded 
and panting for breath, we finally gained the summit, and 
as A\’e stopped for a moment to rest our tired dogs, we 
Averc suddenly startled by the sight of a long line of dark 
objects ]iassing swiftly across the bare mountain-top only 
a few yards awa}-, and idunging down into the ravine out 
of which we had just come. I caught only a glimpse of 
them, but they seemed to be dog-.sl edges, and with a great 
shout we started in pursuit. Dog-sledgcs they were, and 
as we drew nearer I recognized among them the old seal- 
skin covered “ pavoska” which I had loft at Anadyrsk 
the previous winter, and which I knew must be occupied 
by an American. With heart beating fast from excite- 
ment I sprang from my sledge, ran u]i to tlie “pavoska,” 
and demanded in English, “ Who is it ? ” It was too dark 
to recognize faces, but I knew well the voice that an- 
swered “ Bush ! ” and never was that voice more welcome. 
Eor more than three weeks I had not seen a countryman 
nor spoken a word of English ; I was lonely and disheart- 
ened by constantly accumulating mi.srortune.s, ivlien sud- 
denly at midnight, on a desolate mountain-top, in a 
storm, I met an old friend and comrade whom I had 
almost given up as dead. It was a joyful meeting. The 
natives who had gone to Anadyr Bay in search of Bush 
and his party had returned in safety, bringing Bush with 
them, and he was on his way to Geezhega to carry the 
news of the famine and get provisions and help. lie had 
been stopped by the storm as we had, and when it abated 
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a little at midnight we had both started from opposite 
sides to cross the mountain, and had thus met upon the 
summit. 

We went back together to my deserted camii on the 
south side of the mountain, blew up the embers of rny 
still smouldering fire, spread down our bear-skins, and sat 
there talking until we were as white as polar bears with 
the drifting snow, and day began to break in the East. 

Bush brought more bad news. They had gone down 
to the mouth of the Anadyr, as the priest had already 
informed me, in the early jjart of June, and had waited 
there for the Company’s vessels almost four months. 
Their provisions had finally given out, and they had been 
compelled to subsist themselves upon the few fish which 
they Avere able to catch from day to day, and to go 
hungry when they could catch none. For salt they 
sci’aped the staves of an old pork barrel which had been 
left at Macrae’s camp the previous winter, and for coffee 
they drank burned rice water. At last, however, salt and 
rice both failed, and they ivere reduced to an unvarying 
and often scanty diet of boiled fish, ivithout coffee, bread, 
or salt. Living in the midst of a great moss swamp fifty 
miles from the nearest tree, dressing in skins for the want 
of anything else, suffering frequently from hunger, tor- 
mented constantly by mosquitoes, from Avhich they had 
no protection, and looking day after day and week after 
week for vessels Avhich never came, their situation was 
certainly miserable. The Company’s barque Golden 
Gate had finally arrived in October, bringing Eventy-five 
men and a small steamer \ but winter had already set in, 
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and five clays aflenvards, before they could finish dis- 
charging the vessel’s cargo, she was wrecked by ice. U er 
crew and nearly all her stores were saved, but by this 
misfortune the number of the parly ivas increased from 
twenty-five to forty-seven, without any corresponding in- 
crease in the cpiantity of provisions for their subsistence. 
Fortunately, however, there were bands of Wandering 
Chookchees within reach, and from them IFi.sli succeeded 
in buying a considerable number of reindeer, ivhich he 
caused to be frozen and stored away for future use. Af- 
ter the freezing over of the Anadyr River, Bush was left as 
Macrae had been the previous winter, without any means 
of getting up to the settlement, a distance of 250 miles; 
but he had foreseen this difficulty, and had left orders at 
Anadyrsk that if he failed to return in canoes before the 
river closed, dog-sledges should be sent to his assist- 
ance. Notwithstanding the famine the dog-sledges were 
sent, and Bush, with two men, had returned on them to 
Anadyrsk. Finding that settlement famine-stricken and 
deserted, he had started without a moment’s delay for 
Geezhega, his exhausted and starving dogs dying along 
the road. 

The situation of affairs, then, when I met Bush on the 
summit of the Rooski Krebet, was brielly as follows : — 

Forty-four men were living at the mouth of the Anadyr 
River, 250 miles from the nearest settlement, w'ithuut pro- 
visions enough to last them through the winter, and with- 
out any means whatever of getting away, 'fhe village of 
Anadyrsk was deserted, and with the exception of a few 
teams at Penzhina, there were no available clogs in all the 
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Northern District, from the Okhotsk Sea to Behring’s 
Straits. Under such cii'cumstances, what could be done? 
Ihish and I discussed the question all night beside our lonely 
camp-fire under the Rooski Krebet Mountains, but could 
come to no decision, and after sleeping three or four hours 
we started for Anadyrsk. Late in the afternoon we drove 
into the settlement — ^but it could be called a settlement no 
longer-. The two upper villages — “Osolkin” and “ Po- 
korookof,” which on the previous winter had presented so 
thriving an appearance, were now left without a single in- 
habitant, and Af ark ova itself was only occupied by a few 
starving families whose dogs had all died, and w^ho were 
therefore unable to get aw'ay. No chorus of howls an- 
nounced our arrival ; no people came out to meet us ; the 
windows of the houses were closed wdth wmoden shutters, 
and half buried in drifts ; the snow was unbroken by 
paths, and the whole village was silent and desolate. It 
looked as if one-half of the inhabitants had died and the 
other half had gone to the funeral ! We stopped at a 
small log-house where Bush had established his head- 
quarters, and spent the remainder of the day in talking 
over our respective experiences. 

The unpleasant situation in which wm found ourselves 
placed was due almost entirely to the famine at Anadyrsk. 
''i'hc late arrival and consequent w'reck of the Golden 
Gate was of course a great misfortune ; but it would not 
have been irretrievable had not the famine deprived us of 
all means of transportation. The inhabitants of Anadyrsk, 
as well as of all the other Russian settlements in Siberia, 
are dependent for their very existence upon the fish 
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which enter the rivers eveiy summer to spawn, and are 
caught liy thousands as they make their way up stream 
toward the shallow water of the tributary brooks in the in- 
terior of the country. A.s long as these migrations of the 
fish are regular the natives have no (lifficult}- in providing 
themselves with an abundance of food ; lait once in every 
three or four years, for some unexplained reason, the fish 
fail to come, and the following winter brings precisely such 
a famine as the one which I have described at Anadyrsk, 
only frequently much worse. Jn i860 more than a hun- 
dred and fifty natives died of starvation in four settlements 
on the coast of Peiizhinsk Gulf, and the peninsula of 
Kamtchatka has been swept by famines again and again 
since the Russian compiest, until its population has been 
reduced more than one-half. Were it not for the "Wander- 
ing Koraks, who come to the relief of the starving people 
with their immense herds of reindeer, 1 firmly believe that 
the settled population of Siberia, including tlie Russians, 
Chooances, Gookaghiris, and Kamtchadals, would become 
extinct in less than fifty years. The great distance of the 
settlements one from another, and the absence of any 
means of intercomiinmication in summer, make each vil- 
lage entirely dependent upon its own resources, and pre- 
vent any mutual support and assistance, until it is too 
late to be of any avail. The first victims of sudi famines 
are always the dogs ; and the people, being thus dejirived 
of their only means of transportation, cannot get away 
from the famine-stricken settlement, and after eating their 
boots, seal-skin thongs, and scraps of untanned leather, 
they finally die of pure starvation. For this, however. 
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their own careless improvidence is primarily responsible. 
Tliey might catch and dry fish enough in one yeai- to last 
them three ; but instead of doing tliis, they provide iiarely 
food enough to last them through one winter, and take 
the chances of starvation on the next. No experience, 
however severe — no suffering, however great, ever teaches 
them prudence. A man who has barel}^ escaped starva- 
tion one winter, will run precisely the same risk on the 
next, rather than take a little extra trouble and catch a 
few more fish. Even when they see that a famine is in- 
evitable, they take no measures to mitigate its severity or 
to obtain relief, until they find themselves absolutely with- 
out a morsel to put in their mouths. 

A native of Anadyrsk once happened to tell me, in the 
course of conversation, that he had only five days’ dog- 
food left. “ But,” said I, “ what do you intend to do at 
tile end of tliose five days ?” — “ Bokh gevo zniet” — God 
only knows ! — was the cliaracteristic response, and the na- 
tive turned carelessly away as if it were a matter of no 
consequence whatever. If God only knew, lie seemed to 
think that it made very little difference whether anybody 
else knew or not. After he had fed his dogs the last 
dried fish in his store-house, it would be time enough to 
look about for more j but until then he did not propose to 
borrow any unnecessary trouble. This well-known reck- 
lessness and improvidence of the natives finally led the 
Russian Government to establish at several of the North- 
eastern Siberian settlements a peculiar institution which 
may be called a Fish Savings Bank, or vStarvation Insur- 
ance Office. It was organized at first by the gradual pur- 
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chase from the natives of about a hundred thousand dried 
lish, or “gookala,” which constituted the capital stock of 
the bank. Kvery male inhabitant of the settlement was 
then obliged liy law to pay into this bank annually one- 
tenth of all the fish which he caught, and no excuse 
was admitted for a failure. The surplius fund thus created 
was added every year to the capital, so that as long as 
the fish continued to come regularly, the resources of 
the bank were constantly accumulating. When, however, 
the fish for any reason failed and a famine was threatened, 
every depositor — or, more strictly spealcing. tax-iuiyer — 
was allowed to borrow from the bank enough fish to sup- 
ply his immediate Avants, upon condition of returning the 
same on the following summer, together with the regular 
annual payment of ten per cent. It is evident that an 
institution once thoroughly established u]Jon such a basis, 
and managed upon such principles, could never fail, but 
Avould constantly increase its capital of dried fish until the 
settlement would be perfectly secure against even the pos- 
sibility of famine. At Kolyma, a Russian post on the 
Arctic Ocean, Avhere the experiment was first tried, it 
proved a complete success. 7 'he bank sustained the in- 
habitants of the village through severe famines during 
two consecutive winters, audits capital in 1867 amounted 
to 300,000 dried fish, and was accumulating at the rate of 
20,000 a year. iVnadyi'sk not being a Russian military post, 
had no bank of this kind j but had our work been continued 
another year, ive intended to petition the Government for 
the organixation of such institutions at all the settlements, 
.Russian and native, along the whole route of our line, ■ 
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In the mean time, however, the fixmine was irremedi- 
able, and on December 1st, 1867, poor Push found liim- 
self in a deserted settlement 600 versts from CJeezhega, 
without money, without provisions, and without means of 
transportation— but with a helpless party of forty-four men, ^ 
at the mouth of the Anadyr Kiver, dependent upon him 
for support. Building a telegraph line under such circum- 
stances w\as out of the question. All that he could hope 
to do would be to keep his parties supplied with provisions 
until the arrival of horses and men from Yakootsk should 
enable him to resume work. 

On November 29th, finding that 1 could be of no further 
assistance at Anadyrsk, and that I was only helping to 
eat up more rapidly Bush’s scanty supply of provisions, I 
started with two Penzhina sledges for Geezhega. As I did 
not again visit the Northern District, and shall have no 
further occasion to refer to it, I will relate briefly here 
the little which I afterward learned by letter xvith regard 
to the misfortunes and unhappy experiences of the Com- 
pany’s employes in that region. The sledges which I had 
ordered from Geezhega reached Penzhina late in Decem- 
ber, with about 3,000 pounds of beans, rice, hard bread, 
and assorted stores. As soon as possible after their 
arrival Bush sent half a dozen sledges and a small quantity 
of provisions to the party at the mouth of the Anadyr 
River, and in P'ebruary they returned, bringing si.\: men. 
Determined to accomplish something, however little, Bush 
sent these six men to a point on the Myan River, about 
seventy-five versts from Anadyrsk, and set them at work 
putting poles on snow-shoes along the route of the line. 
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Later in the winter another expedition was sent to Anadyr 
Bay, and on the 4th of March it also returned, Bringing 
I.ieut. Macrae and seven more men. This ]>arty eximri- 
enced terrible weather on its way from the mouth of the 
river to Anadyrsk, and one of its members — a man named 
Ivobinson — died in a storm about 150 versts east of the 
settlement. His Body was left unburietl in one of the 
houses which .Bush had erected the previous summer and 
his comrades pushed on. As soon as they reached the 
Anadyrsk they were sent to the Myan, and ],)j the middle 
of March die two partie.s together had cut and distributed 
along the banks of that river about 3,000 poles. In April, 
however, their provisions began again to run short, and 
they were gradually reduced to the verge of starvation, and 
Bush started a second time for Geezhega with a few mise- 
rable half-starved and exhausted dog-teams, to get more 
provisions. During his absence the unfortunate parties 
on the Myan were left to take care of themselves, and 
after consuming their last morsel of food and eating up 
three horses which had previously been sent to them from 
Anadyrsk, they organized themselves into a forlorn hope, 
and started on snow-shoes for the settlement. It was a 
terrible walk for half-starving men; and although they 
reached their destination in safe!}’-, they were entirely 
exhausted, and when they ajiprorvchcd the village could 
hardly go a hundred yards at a time without falling down. 
At ..'Vnadyrsk they succeeded in obtaining a small cpiantity 
of reindeer meah upon which they lived until the return 
of Lieut. Bush from Geezhega with provisions, some time 
in May. Thus ended the second w'inter’s work in the 
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Northern District. As far as practicable results were 
concerned, it was an almost complete iailure ; but it 
developed in our officers and men a courage, a perseve- 
rance, and a patient endurance of hardships which deserv- 
ed, and which under more tavorable auspices would have 
achieved, the most brilliant success. In the month of 
.February, while ATr. Norton anil his men were at work on 
the Myan River, the thermometer indicated more than forty 
degrees below zero during sixteen days out of twenty-one, 
sank five times to — 6o° and once to —68°, or one hundred 
degrees below the freezing-point of water. Cutting poles 
on snow-shoes, in a temperature ranging from 40° to 60° 
below zero, is in itself no slight trial of men’s hardihood; 
but when to this are added the sufferings of hunger and 
the peril of utter starvation in a perfect wilderness, it 
liasses human endurance, and the only wonder is that 
Norton and Macrae could accomplish as much as they 
did. 

Returning from Anadyrsk, I reached Geezhega on the 
15th of December, after a hard and lonely journey of six- 
teen days. A special courier had just arrived there from 
Yakootsk, bringing letters and orders from Major Abasa. 

He had succeeded, with the sanction and co-operation 
of the Governor of that Province, in hiring for a period 
of three years a force of eight hundred Yakoot laborers, 
at a fixed rate of sixty roubles, or about forty dollars a 
year for each man. He had also purchased three hun- 
dred Yakoot horses and pack-saddles, and an immense 
quantity of material and provisions of various kinds 
for the equipment and subsistence of horses and work 
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men. A portion of these men were already on their 
way to Okhotsk, and the whole force Avould be sent 
thither in successive detachments as rapidly as ])ossible, 
and distributed from there along the whole route of the 
line, ft would 1)C necessary, of course, to put this large 
force of native laborers under skilled Americum .superin- 
tendence ; and as we had not foremen enougli in all our 
parties to oversee more than five or six gangs of men. 
Major Abasa had determined to send a couriei’ to Pe- 
tropavlovski for the officers who had sailed from San 
Francisco in the barque OtnuarJ, and who he presumed 
had been landed by that vessel in Kaintchatka. He 
directed me, therefore, to make arrangements for the trans- 
portation of these men from Petropavlovsld to Gee/.hega, 
to prepare immediately for the reception of fifty or sixty 
Yakoot laborers, to send six hundred army rations to 
Gamsk for the subsistence of our American party there, 
and three thousand pounds of rye Hour for a party of 
Yakoats who would reach there in February. To fill 
all these requisitions I had at my disposal about fifteen 
dog-sledges, and even these had gone with provisions to 
Penzhina for the relief of Lieut. Bush. With the assi.s- 
tance of the .Russian Governor I succeeded in getting two 
Cossacks to go to Petropavlovski after the Americans 
who were presumed to have been left there by the 
Onward — and half a dozen Koraks to cany provisions 
to Gamsk, while Lieut. Arnold himself sent sledges for 
the six hundred rations. I thus retained my o\vn fifteen 
sledges to supply Lieut. Sandford and party, who were 
now cutting poles on the Tilghai River, north of Pen- 
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zhinsk Gulf. One day late in December, while Dodd 
and I wore out on the river above tlie settlement 
training a team of dogs, u'ord was brought to us that 
an American had arrived from Kamtchatka, bringing- 
news from the long-missing barque Onward -ca\<l the 
party of men whom she landed at Petropavlovski. Hur- 
rying back to the village with all possible speed, we 
found hlr. I.ewis, the American in question, seated com- 
fortably in our house drinking tea. This enterprising 
young man — who, by the way, was a telegraph operator, 
wholly unaccustomed to rough life — without being able to 
speak a word of Russian, had traversed alone, in mid- 
winter, the whole wilderness of Kamtchatka from Petro- 
pavlovski to Geezhega. He had been forty-two days on 
the road, and had travelled on dog-sledges nearly twelve 
hundred miles, with no companions except a few natives 
and a Cossack from Tigil. He seemed disposed to look 
upon this achievement very modestly, but in some re- 
spects it was one of the most remarkable journeys ever 
made by the Company’s employes. 

The Onward^ as we had supposed, being unable to 
reach Geezhega, on account of the lateness of the season, 
had discharged her cargo and landed most of her passen- 
gers at Petropavlovski ; and Mr. Lewis had been sent by 
the chief of the party to report their situation to Major 
Abasa, and find out what they shcmld do. 

After the arrival of Mr. Lewis nothing of special im- 
portance occurred until March. Arnold at Gamsk, Sand- 
ford on the Tilghai, and Bush at Anadyrsk, were trying 
witli the few men which they had to accomplish some 
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work ; but, owing to deep snow-storms, intensely cold 
weather, and a general lack everywhere of provisions anti 
dogs, their efforts were mostly fruitless. In January I 
made an excursion with twelve or fifteen sledges to Sand- 
ford’s camp on the Tilghai, and attempted to move his 
party to another point thirty or forty versts nearer Gce- 
zheega ; but in a severe storm on the Kooeel slej'jpe we 
were broken up, disjjcrsed, and all lost separately, and af- 
ter wandering around four or five days in clouds of drift- 
ing snow which hid even our dogs from sight, Sandford 
with a portion of his party returned to the Tilghai, and I 
with the balance to Geezhega. 

Late in February the Cossack Kolmagorof arrived from 
Petropavlovski, Kamtchatka, bringing three of the men 
who had been landed there by the Onward. 

In March I received by a special courier from Yakootsk 
another letter and more orders from Major Abasa. The 
eight hundred laborers Avhom he had engaged were being 
rapidly sent forward to Okhotsk, and more than a hun- 
dred and fifty w'ere already at work at that place and at 
Gamsk. The ecpiipmeut and transportation of the re- 
mainder still required his personal supervision, and it 
would be impossible, he wrote, for him to return that 
winter to Geezhega. He could come, however, as far as 
the Korak settlement of Gamsk, three hundred versts west 
of Geezhega, a,nd requested me to meet him at that place 
within twelve days after the receipt of his letter. I started 
at once with one American companion named Leet, tak- 
ing twelve days’ dog-food and provisions. 

The country between Geezhega and Gamsk -was entire- 


]y different in character from anylJiing wliicli I had i ire vious- 
ly seen in Siberia. There were no such great desolate plains 
as those between Geezhega and Anadyrsk and in the north- 
ern part of Kamtchatka. On the contrary, the whole coast 
of the Okhotsk Sea, for nearly six hundred miles west of 
Geezhega, was one wilderness of rugged, broken, almost 
impassable mountains, intersected by deep valleys and 
ravines, and heavily timbered with dense pine and larch 
forests. The Stanavoi range of mountains, which sweeps 
up around the Okhotsk Sea from the Chinese frontier, keeps 
everywhere near the coast line, and sends down between its 
lateral spurs hundreds of small rivers and streams which 
run through deep -wooded valleys to the sea. The road, or 
rather the travelled route from Geezhega to Gamsk cros- 
ses all these streams and lateral spurs at right angles, keep- 
ing about midway between the great mountain range and 
the sea. Most of the dividing ridges between these 
streams are nothing but high, bare water-sheds, which 
can be easily crossed ; but at one point, about a hundred 
and fifty versts west of Geezhega, the central range sends 
out to the sea-coast a great spur of mountains 2,500 and 
3., 000 feet in height, which completely blocks up the road. 
Along the bases of these mountains runs a deep gloomy 
valley known as the “ Viliga,” whose upper end pierces 
the central Stanavoi range and affords an outlet to the 
wn'nds pent up between the steppes and the sea. In winter, 
Avhen the open water of the Okhotsk Sea is Avarnrer than 
the frozen plains north of the mountains, the air over the 
former rise.s, and a colder atmosphei-e rushes through the 
valley of the Viliga to takes its place. In summer, while 
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I the water of the sea is still chilled with masses of unnieU- 

i ed ice, the great steppes behind the mountains are covered 

I with vegetation and warm with almost perpetual sunshine, 

I and the direction of the wind is consequently reversed. 

1 This valley of the Viliga, therefore, may be regarded as a 

I great natural breathing-hole, through which the interior 

I steppes respire once a year. At no other point does the 

^ Stanavoi range afford an opening through which the air can 

pass back and forth between the stei)pes and the sea, and 
I as a natural conseipience this ravine is swept by one al- 

* most uninterrupted storm. While the weather everywhere 

else is calm and still, the wind blows through the ■\'iligaiii 
a perfect hurricane, tearing up great clouds of snow from 
the mountain sides and carrying them far out to sea. Tor 
this reason it is dreaded by all natives who are compelled 
' to pass that way, and is famous throughout Northeastern 

Siberia as “the stormy gorge of the Viliga ! ” 

I On the fifth clay after leaving Geezhega our small party, 

i increased by a Russian “ pochtillion ” and three or four 

j sledges carrying the annual Kamtchatkan mail, drew near 

' the foot of the dreaded Viliga Mountains. Owing to 

; deep snow’- our progress had not been so rapid as we had 

anticipated, and we were only able to reach on the fifth 
night a small yourt built to shelter travellei’s, near the 
mouth of a river called the Topollofka, thirty versts from 
, the Viliga. Here we camped, drank tea, and stretched 
i ourselves out on the rough plank floor to sleep, knowing 

that a hard clay’s work awaited us on the morrow. 


I 


CHAPTER XXXV. 



JOURNEY TO GAMSK VALLEY OF THE VILIGA — A STORM 

— A PERILOUS PASS. 

“ Kennan ! Oh Ivennan ! Tiu*ii out ! It’s daylight.” 
A sleepy grunt and a still more drowsy “ Is it ? ” from the 
pile of furs lying on the rough plank floor betra3'ed no 
very lively interest on the part of the prostrate figure in 
the fact announced, while the heavy, long-drawn breathing 
which soon succeeded this momentary interruption prov- 
ed that more active measures must be taken to recall 
him from the land of dreams. “ I say ! Kennan ! Wake 
up ! Breakfast has been ready this half-hour,” The magic 
word breakfast appealed to a stronger feeling than drow- 
siness, and thrusting my head out from beneath its cov- 
ering of furs, I took a sleepy blinking view' of the situation, 
endeavoring in a feeble sort of way to recollect w'here I 
w'as and how' I came there. A bright crackling fire of 
resinous pine boughs was burning on the square log altar 
in the centre of the hut, radiating a fierce heat to its re- 
motest corner, and causing the perspiration to stand in 
great beads on its mouldy logs and rough board ceiling. 
The smoke rose lazily up through the square hole in the 
roof toward the white, solemn-looking stars which winked 
soberly at us between the dark overhanging branches of 
the larches. Mr. Leet, who acted as the Soycr of our 
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given the river its ominous name. Leet and the Cossack 
I’aderin, -vvho were alone upon their respective sledges, and 
who did not get so far from the shore in the first place, 
finally succeeded with tlie aid of their spiked sticks in 
getting back ; but the old guide and I were together upon 
one sledgCj aird our voluminous fur clothes caught so 
much wind that our spiked sticks would not stop or hold 
us, and our dogs could not keep their feet. Believing 
that the sledge must inevitably be blown into the sea if 
we both clung to it, I finally relinquished my hold and 
tried to stop myself by sitting down, and then by lying 
down flat upon my face on the ice ; but all was of no 
avail ; my slippery furs took no hold of the smooth 
treacherous surface, and I drifted away even faster than 
before. I had already torn off my mittens, and as I slid 
at last over a rough place in the ice I succeeded in getting 
my finger-nails into the little corrugations of the surface 
and in stopping my perilous drift ; but I hardly dared 
breathe lest I should lose my hold. Seeing my situation, 
Leet slid to me a sharp iron-spiked “oerstel,” which is 
used to check the speed of a sledge iu descending hills, 
and by digging this into the ice at short intervals I crept 
back to shore only a short distance above the open water 
at the mouth of the river, into which my mittens had al- 
ready gone. Our guide was still sliding slowly and at 
intervals down stream, but Paderin went to his assistance 
with another “ oerstel,” and together they brought his 
sledge once more to land. I would have been quite sat- 
isfied now to turn back and get out of the storm ; jrnt our 
guide’s blood was up, and cross the valley he would if we 
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lost all our sledges in the sea. He had ivanied us of the 
danger and we had insisted upon coining on ; we must 
now take the consequences. 

As it was evidently impossible to cross the river at this 
point, Ave struggled up its left bank in the teeth of the 
storm almost half a mile, until we reached a bend which 
put land between us and the open water. Here ive made 
a second attempt, and were successful. Crossing a low 
ridge on the west side of the “ Propadschina,” we reached 
anotlier small stream, known as the Viliga, at the foot of 
the Viliga Mountains. Along this there extended a nar- 
row strip of dense timber, and in this timber, somewhere, 
stood the yourt of which we were in search. Our guide 
seemed to find the road by a sort of instinct, for the 
drifting clouds of snow hid even our leading dogs from 
sight, and all that we could see of the country was the 
ground on which we stood. About an hour before dark, 
tired and chilled to the bone, we dreiv up before a little 
log-hut in the woods, which our guide said was the Viliga 
yourt. The last travellers who had occupied it had left 
the chimney-hole open, and it was nearly filled with snow, 
but we cleared it out as w'ell as we could, built a fire on 
the ground in the centre, and, regardless of the smoke, 
crouched around it to drink tea. We had seen nothing 
of the “postilion” since noon, and ■* hardly thought it 
possible that he could reach the yourt ; but just as it be- 
gan to grow dark we heard the horvling of his dogs in the 
woods, and in, a few moments he made his appearance. 
Our party now numbered nine men — two Americans, three 
Russians, and four Koraks — and a wild-looking crowd it 
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^ was, as it squatted around the fire iu that low sinolce- 

■ blaekened hut, drinking tea and listening to the howling 

M wind. As there was not room enough for all to sleep in- 

side the yourt, the Koraks camped out doors on the snow, 
and before morning were half buried in a drift. 

I All night the wind roared a deep, hoar.se bass through 

I the forest which sheltered the yourt, and at daylight on the 

I following morning there was no ahatemeut of the slonn. 

I IV’e knew that it might blow witiiout intermission in that 

I ravine for two weeks, and we had only four days’ dog-food 

and provisions left. Something must be done. The Vil- 
iga Mountains which blocked up the road to Gainsk were 
cut by three gaps or passes, all of which opened into the 
valley, and in clear weather could be easily found and 
cros.sed. In such a storm, however, as the one which had 
overtaken us, a hundred passe.s would be of no avail, 
because the drifting snow hid everything from sight at a 
V distance of thirty feet, and we were as likely to go directly 

up the side of a peak. * h: -were making very 

fair progress when we found ourselves suddenly confronted 
' by an entirely unexpected and app)arently in surmounta- 

ble obstacle. The beach, as far as we could see to the 

I westward, was completely lilled up from the water’s edge 

to a height of seventy-five or a hundred feet by enormons 
‘ drifts of snow, which had been gradually accumulating 

I there throughout the winter, and which now masked the 

: whole face of the precipice, and left no room foi- passage 

• between it and the sea. These snow-drifts, In- frequent al- 

ternations of warm and cold weather, had bi:en rendered 
almost as hard and slippery as ice, and as they sloped up- 
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ward toward the tops of the cliffs at an angle of seventy- 
five or eighty degrees, it was impossible to stand upon 
them without first cutting places for the feet with an axe. 
Along the face of this smooth, snowy escarpment, which, 
rose directly out of two or three fathoms of water, lay our 
only route to Gamsk. The prospect of getting over it 
■without meeting with some disaster seemed very faint, for 
the slightest caving away of the snow would tumble us all 
into the open sea ; but as there was no alternative, we 
fastened our dogs to cakes of ice, distributed our axes and 
hatchets, threw off our heavy fur coats, and began cutting 
out a road. 

We worked hard all day, and by six o’clock in the even- 
ing had cut a deep trench three feet in width along the 
face of the escarpment to a point about a mile and a 
quarter west of the mouth of the Viliga. Here we were 
again stoiq^ed, howevei-, by a difficulty infinitely worse 
than any which rve had surmounted. The beach, which 
had previous extended in one unbroken line along the 
foot of the cliffs, here suddenly disappeared, and the mass 
of snow over which we had been cutting a road came to 
an abiTipt termination. Unsupported from beneath, the 
w'hole escarpment had caved away into the sea, leav- 
ing a gap of open water about thirty-five feet in width, 
out of Avhich rose the black perpendicular wall of the 
coast. There was no possibility of getting across without 
the assistance of a pontoon bridge. Tired and disheart- 
ened, we were compelled to camp on the slope of the es- 
carpment for the night, with no prospect of being able to 
do anything in the morning except return with all possible 
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Speed to the Viliga, and abandon entirely the idea of 
reaching Gainsk. 

A wilder, more dangerous location fora camp than that 
which we occupied could hardly be found in Siberia, and 
1 watched wdth the greatest uneasiness the signs of the 
weather as it began to grow dark. The huge sloping 
snow'- drift upon which we stood rose directly out of the 
water, and, as far as we knew, it might have no other 
foundation than a narrow strii> of ice. If so, dhe faintest 
breeze from any direction except north tvould roll in 
w'aves high enough to undermine and break up the w'hole 
escarpment, and either precipitate us with an avalanche 
of snow into the open sea, or leave us clinging like bar- 
nacles to the bare face of the precipice, seventy-five feet 
above it. Neither alternative was pleasant to contem- 
plate, and I determined, if possible, to find a place of 
greater security. I.eet, w'ith his usual recklessness, dug 
himself out Avhat he called a “bed-room” in the snow, 
about fifty feet above the water, and promised me “ a good 
night’s sleep” if I would accept his hospitality and share 
his cave; but under the circumstances I thought best to 
decline. His “bed-room,” bed, and beddings might all 
tumble into the sea before morning, and his “goodnight’s 
sleep” be indefinitely prolonged. Going back a short 
distance in the direction of the Viliga, I jinally discovered 
a place where a small stream had once fallen over the 
summit of the cliff, and had won! out a steep narrow 
channel in its face. In the rocky, uneven bed of this little 
ravine the natives and I stretched ourselves out for the 
night — our bodies inclined at an angle of forty-five degrees 
— our heads, of course, up-hill. 



If the render can imagine himself camping out on 
the steep sloping roof of a great cathedral, with a pre- 
cipice a hundred feet high over his head and three or four 
fixthoras of open water at his feet, he will be able, perhaj)s, 
to form some idea of the way in which we spent that dis- 
mal night. 

With the first streak of dawn we were up. While we 
were gloomily making preparations to return to the Vi- 
liga, one of the Koraks who had gone to take a last look 
at the gap of open water came hurriedly running back, 
shouting joyfully, “ Mozhno perryekat, mozhno perr3:6- 
kat ! ” — It is possible to cross. The tide which had risen 
during the night had brought in two or three large cakes 
of broken ice, and had jammed them into the gap in such 
a manner as to make a rude bridge. Fearing, however, 
that it would not support a very heavy weight, we un- 
loaded all our sledges, carried the loads, sledges, and dogs 
across separately, loaded up again on the other side, and 
went on. The worst of our difficulties was past. We still 
had some road-cutting to do through occa.sional snow- 
drifts ; but as we went farther and farthej- to the westward 
the beach, as the Koraks had predicted, became wider ' 
and higher, the ice disappeared, and by night w'c were 
thirty versts nearer to our destination. I’he sea on one 
side, and the cliffs on the other, still hemmed us in ; but 
on the following day we succeeded in making our escape 
through the valley of the Kananaga River. 

The twelfth day of our journey found us on a great 
steppe called the Malcachan, only thirty miles from 
Gamsk ; and although our dog-food and provisions were 
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Lanipaigii, ivas standing over me with a slice of bacon im- 
paled on a bowie-knife in one hand, and a poker in the 
other — both of which insignia of office he was brandishing 
furionsl}', with the intention of waking me up more eflect- 
iially. His frantic gesticulations had the desired result 
With a vague impression that i had been shipwretdeed on 
the Cannibal Islands and was about to be sacrificed to the 
tutelary deities, I sprang uj) and rultbcd iny eyes until I 
gathered together iny scvattered senses. Mr, Leet was in 
high glee. Our travelling companion, the postilion, had 
manifested for several days an inclination to shirk' 'work 
and allow us to do all the roadbreaking, while he follow- 
ed comfortably in our tracks, and by this strategic ma- 
nceuvre had incurred Mr. Leet's most implacable hatred. 
The latter, therefore, had waked the unfortunate man up 
before he had been asleep five hours, and had deluded 
him into the belief that the Aurora liorealis ivas the first 
flush of daylight. He had accordingly started off at mid- 
night and was laboriously breaking a road up the steep 
mountain side through three feet of soft snow, relying upon 
Mr. L.’s promise that ^ve would be along before sunrise. 
At five o’clock, when I got up, the voices of the po.stilion's 
men could still be heard .shouting to their exhausted dog.s 
near the summit of the mountain. We all breakfasted as 
leisurely as possible, in order to give them plenty of time 
to break a road for us, and did not finally start until after 
six o’clock. 

It was a beautifully clear, still morning when we crossed 
the mountain above the yourt, and wound around through 
bare open valleys, among high hills, toward the sea-coast. 
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The sun had risen over the eastern hill-tops, and the snow 
glittered as if strewn with diamonds, while the distant 
peaksoftheViligaappeared— 

‘'Bathed in the tenderest purple of distance 
Tinted and shadowed by peucilb of air ” 

as calm and bright in their snowy majesty as if the suspi- 
cion of a storm had never attached to their smooth while 
slopes and sharp pinnacles. The air, although intensely 
cold, was clear and bracing ; and as our dogs bounded at 
a gallop over the hard, broken road, the exhilarating 
motion caused the very blood in our veins 
“to dance” 

“ Blithe as the sparkling wine of France.” 

About noon we came out of the mountains upon the 
sea-beach and overtook the postilion, who had stopped to 
rest his tired dogs. Our own being fresh, we again took 
the lead, and drew rapidly near to the valley of the Vihga. 

I was just mentally congratulating myself upon our 
good fortune in having clear weather to pass this dreaded 
point, when my attention was suddenly attracted by a 
curious white cloud or mist, extending from the mouth of 
the Viliga ravine far out over the black open \vater of 
Okhotsk Sea. Wondering what it could be, 1 pointed 
out to our guide, and inquired if it were fog. His face 
clouded up with anxiety as he glanced at it, and replied 
laconically, “Viliga dooreet,” or “the mountains are 
This oracular response did not enlighten me 
I demanded an explanation. I was then 
and dismay, that ; the ciuious 
a dense driv-. 
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ing cloud of snow, hurled out of the mouth of the ravine 
by a .storm, which had apparently just begun, in the iip]ier 
gorges of the Stanavoi range. It would be impossible, 
our guide said, to cross the valley, and dangerous to at- 
tempt it until the wind should subside. I could not .see 
either the impossibility or the danger, and ns there was 
another “yourt” or .shelter-house on the other .side of the 
ravine, I determined to go on and m;i.ke the atlemiit at least 
to cross. Where we were the weather was perfectly 
calm and still ; a candle would liave burned in the open 
air without flickering, and I could not realize the tremen- 
dous force of the hurricane which, only a mile ahead, was 
vomiting snow out of the mouth of that ravine and carry- 
ing it four miles to sea. Seeing that Leet and I were 
determined to cross the valley, our guide .shrugged his 
shoulders expressively, as much as to say, “ You will soon 
regret your haste,” and we went on. 

As we gradually approached the white curtain of mist, 
we began to feel sharp intermittent puffs of wind and little 
whirlwinds of snow, which increased constantly in strength 
and frequency as we drew nearer and nearer to the mouth 
of the ravine. Our guide once more remonstrated with us 
upon the folly of going deliberately into such a storm as 
this evidently would be but Leet laughed him to scorn, 
declaring in broken Russian that ho liad seen storms in 
the Sierra Revadas to which this was not a circumslance — 
“ Col-shoi storms, you bet ! ” But in live minutes more Mr. 
Leet himself was ready to admit that this storm on the 
Yiliga would not compare unfavorably with anything of 
the kind which he had ever seen in California. 
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As we rounded the end of a protecting bluff on the 
edge of the ravine, the gale burst upon us in all its fury, 
blinding and suffocating us with dense clouds of driving 
snow, which blotted out instantly the sun and the clear 
blue sky, and fairl}?- darkened the whole earth. The wind 
roared as it sometimes does through the cordage of a 
ship at sea. There was something almost supernatural 
in the suddenness of the change from bright sunshine and 
calm still air to this howling, blinding tempest, and I began 
to feel doubtful myself as to the practicability of crossing 
the valley. Our guide turned with a despairing look to 
me, as if reproaching me with my obstinacy in coming 
into the storm against his advice, and then urged on with 
shouts and blows his cowering dogs. The sockets of the 
poor brutes’ eyes were completely plastered up with snow, 
and out of many of them were oozing drops of blood ; 
but blind as they were they still struggled on, uttering at 
intervals short mournful cries, wliich alarmed me more 
than the roaring of the storm. In a moment we were at 
the bottom of the ravine ; and before we could check the 
impetus of our descent we were out on the smooth glare 
ice of the Propadschina,” or “ River of the Lost,” and 
sweeping rapidly down torvard the open water of the Ok- 
hotsk Sea, only a hundred yards below. All our efforts to 
stop our sledges were at first unavailing against the force 
of the wind, and I began to understand the nature of the 
danger to which our guide had alluded. Unless we could 
stop our sledges before we should reach the mouth of the 
river we must inevitably be blown off the ice into three or 
four fathoms of water. Precisely such a disaster had 
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both exhausted, wo hojicd to reach the settlement late in. 
the night. IJarkness came on, however, with another 
lilinding snow-storm, in which we again lost our way ; and 
fearing that we would drive over the edges of tlie preeijiiees 
into the sea, by wliich the steppe was hounded on the east, 
we were finally compelled to stop. \Ve could find no 
wood for a fire ; but even had we succeeded in making a 
lire, it would have been instantly smothered by the clouds 
of snow which the furious wind drove across the plain. 
Spreading down our canvas tent upon tlic ground, and 
capsizing a heavy dog-sledge upon one eilge of it to hold 
it fost, we crawled under it to get away from the suffocat- 
ing snow. I.-ying tliere upon our faces, with the canvas 
Happing furiously against our backs, we scrtiped our bread- 
bag for. the last few frozen crumbs which remained, and ate 
a few scraps of raw meat which Mr. l.eet found on one of 
the sledges. In the course of fifteen or twenty minutes 
we noticed that the ilappings of the canvas were getting 
shorter and shorter, and that it seemed to be tightening 
across our bodies, and upon making an effort to get out 
we found that we u’ere fastened down. The snow had 
drifted in such masses upon the edges of the tent and had 
packed there with such solidity that it could not he mov- 
ed, and after trying once or twice to break out we con- 
cluded to lie still and make the best of our situation, As 
long as the snow did not biny us entirely, we wert; better 
off under the tent than anywhere else, becau.se we were 
protected from the wind. In half an hour the drift had 
increased to such an extent that we could no longer turn 
over, and our supply of air was almost entireh’ cut off, 
18* 
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We must either get out or be suffocated. I had drawn nn 
sheath-knife fifteen minutes before in expectation of such r 
crisis, and as it was already becoming difficult to breathe. 

cut a long slit in the canvas above my head and we 
crawled out. In an instant eyes and nostrils were complete- 
y plastered up with snow, and we gasped for breatli as if 
the stream of a fire-engine had been turned suddenly in our 
laces. Drawing our heads and arms into the bodies of 
our fur coats, we squatted down upon the snow to wait 
oi daylight. In a moment I heard Mr. Leet shoutinu 
own into the neck-hole of my fur coat, ‘‘ What would our 
mothers say if they could see lie: T-lDur ■? T J .. 
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was the last effort of a strong will to uphold a sinking ami 
exhausted body, and in half an hour he re(}ucsted to be 
tied on his sledge. We lashed him on from head to foot 
with seal-slvin thongs, covered him up with bear-skins, and 
drove on. In about an hour his driver, Padarin, came 
back to me with a frightt;ned look, in his face, and said 
that .Mr. Leet was dearl ; that he had shaken him and 
called him several timc.s, but could got no re])ly. Alarmed 
and shocked, I sprang from myslcdge and ran up to the place 
where he lay, shouted to him, shook him by the slioulder, 
and tried to uncover his head, which lie had drawn dowii 
into the body of his fur coat. In a moment, to 
relief, I heard his voice, saying that he was all 
could hold out, if necessary, until night'; 
answered Padarin because it was too much 
that I need not be alarmed about his .safety ; 
thought he added something about worse storms in 
Sierra Xevadas,” which convinced me that he was far 
being used up yet. As long as he could insist upon 
superiority of Californian storms, there was certainly hope. 

Early in tire afternoon we reached the (hiinsk lliver, 
and, after wandering about for an hour or two in the tim- 
ber, came upon one of Lieut. Arnold’s Yakoot working- 
parties and were conducted to their camp, onl}’ a few 
miles from the .settlement. Hero we obtained some lyc 
bread and hot tea, wanned our benumbed limbs, and }jar- 
tially cleared the snow out of our clotlu’ng. WIhui f saw 
Air. Ix'ct undressed I 
'While souattinu 


his neck, had partially melted with the Avarmtli of his body, 
and had then frozen again in a mass of ice along his whole 
spine, and in that condition he had lived to be driven 
twenty versts. Nothing but a strong will and the most in- 
tense vitality enabled him to hold out during these last six 
dismal hours. When we had w^armed, rested, and dried 
ourselves at the camp fire of the Yakoots, we resumed 
our journey, and late in the afternoon we drove into the 
settlement of Gamsk, after thirteen days of as hard expe- 
rience as usually falls to the lot of Siberian travellers. 
Mr. Leet so soon recovered his strength and spirits that 
three days afterwai-ds he started for Okhotsk, where the 
Major wished him to take charge of a ^ang of Yakoot 
laborers. The last words which I remember to have ever 
heard him speak were those which he shouted to me in 
the Storm and darkness of that gloomy night on the Mal- 
cachan steppe: “What -would our mothers say if they 
could see us noAV.?” The poor fellow was afterwards 
driven insane by excitements and hardships such as these 
which I have described, and probably to some extent by 
this very expedition, and finally committed suicide by 
shooting himself at one of the lonely Siberian settlements 
on the coast of the Okhotsk Sea. 

I have described somewhat in detail this trip to Gamsk 
because it illustrates the darkest side of Siberian life and 
travel. It is not ofteir that one meets with siu-ih an expe- 
rience, or suffers so many hardships in any one journey; 
but in a country so wild and sparsely ])opulated as Siberia, 
winter travel is nece.ssarily attended with more or less 
suffering and privation. 
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RETURN. TO GEICZHKGA — ARRIVAL OF TtDC “ ONWARD” — 
ORDERS 'L’O “CLOSE UP” — BEATEN BY 'THE ATLANTIC. 
CABLE — SUMMARV-— S^J’ART FOR ST. PETERSBURG— A 
TRIP OF ilORE THAN 5,000 MILK.S. 


The trip to Garask described in the pvevions chapter 
was the last journey wliich I ever made in Northeastern 
Siberia. On the i8th of March Major Abasa returned to 
Yakootsk, to complete the organization and etpiipinent 
of our Yakoot laborers, and I to Geezhega to await once 
more the arrival of vessels from America. From that 
time until the opening of navigation little was done in 
any part of the Siberian Division. Gregorie Zinovief, the 
Cossack who had been sent to Petropavlovski, returned 
in March with the remainder of the ofiicers who had been 
left at that place by the Onward, and I sent them on, 
as the Major had directed, to Gam.sk. Sandford and 
party finished cutting poles on the Tilghai, and 
warded them to Penzhina; but the time for 
men had agreed to serve the 
refused to renew their contracts, 
five men 
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ing vessel off Matooga Island. It was the barque Sea 
Breeze, from New iJeclford, JVfass., with American news 
to the first of JVIarch. The Atlantic cable had ])roved to 
be an entire success, and from the San Francisco Bul- 
letin we learned that in consequence of this success 
“ all work on the Russian American Telegraph line had 
been stopped and the enterprise abandoned.” 

On the 15th of July the Company’s barque Omvard 
arrived from San I'rancisco, bringing orders to close up 
the business, discharge our native laborers, gather up 
our men, and return to America. The Atlantic cable was 
a complete success, and the Western Union Telegraph 
Company, after sinking nearly 83,000,000, had decided 
to abandon the project of an overland line to Russia. 
It seemed hard to give up at once the object to which 
we had devoted three years of our lives, and for whose 
attainment we had .suffered all possible hardships of cold, 
exile, and starvation ; but we had no alternative, and began 
at once to make preparations for our final departure. 

The situation of affairs at the time the work was 
abandoned was briefly as follows. We had explored and 
located the whole route of the line, from the Amoor River 
to Behring’s Straits. We had prepared altogether about 
15,000 telegraph poles, built between forty and fifty sta- 
tion-houses and magazines, cut nearly fifty miles of road 
through the forests in the vicinity of Gamsk and Okhotsk, 
and accomplished a great deal of preparatory work along 
'the whole extent of the line. Our resources for another 
season, would have been ample. Besides seventy-five 
Americans, we had a force of a hundred and fifty natives 
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already at work between Gamsk and Okhotsk, and six 
hundred more were on their Avay from Yakootsk ; our 
flicilitioH for transportation another year would have been 
almost unlimited. We had a small steamer on the Anadyr 
Hiver, and had ordered another for the Penzhina ; we 
owned a hundred and fifty dogs and .several hundred 
reindeer a,t Gamsk, Okhotsk, and Gee/.hega, and had pur- 
chased three hundred Siberian horse.s at Yakootsk, with 
an immense amount of material for their equipment and 
subsistence. By the first of September we would have 
been able to take the field with a force of nearly a thou- 
sand men. The success of the Atlantic cable, however, 
rendered all our preparations unavailing. lYe might 
build the line, but there was no Company in the world 
which would undertake to sustain and work it a .single 
year in competition witli the cable. 

Ill itself, the route of the Russo-American Telegraph 
Company from Behring’s Straits to the Amoor River pre- 
sented no insurmountable obstacles to the construction 
of a line. The work would hjive been difficult, but it 


could have been accomplished, and I believe that this is a 



much more practical route for a line to China than the 
one recently proposed by Mr. Collins, via the Aleutian 
Islands, Ramtcliatka, and Japan. Labor in Siberia is I'-ery 
cheap, and almost any desired number of men can be en- 
gaged at Yakootsk for about forty dollars a year and sub- 
sistence. Horses can also be purchased at Yakootsk and 
Kolyma to the number of five or six hundred, at jaiccs 
varying from fifteen to twenty-five dollars. Noihing 
need be brought from America except wire, ii:siilalor.s, 


and tools, and a small quantity of provisions for a limited 
j- number of American foremen. If there were any call for 
ily r bdlieve that a fine could be successfully built from 
Behring’s Straits to the Amoor River in two years, at an 
expense not exceeding $250,000. 

The remainder of the summer of 1867, after the arrival 
oi thQ Onward, was almost entirely consumed in picking 
up om- scattered parties along the coast of the Okhotsk 
Sea, selling off our stores to Russian merchants, and 
making preparations for departure. A separate vessel 
had been sent to the mouth of the Anadyr after Bush and 
his comrades, so that we did not have another opportunity 
of seeing them. On the 6th of August Major Abasa left 
for St. Petersburg, overland, and earl}^ in October the 
Onward sailed for San Francisco, carrying back all 
but four of the employes of the unfortunate Russo- 
American Telegraph Expedition. I.eet, Price, Mahood, 
and I — the “rear-guard of the grand army” — remained 
at Okhotsk, with the intention of going home in winter 
across Asia and Europe, around the world. 

It was a lonely time in that dreary settlement after all 
our comrades had gone •, but winter soon set in, and on 
the 24th of October Price and I started oh dog-sledges 
for a journey of more than 5,000 miles to St. Petersburg. 
I will not add another to the number of descriptions which 
have already been written of overland trips from the 
Pacific Ocean to Russia. 

Suffice it to say, that, taking government post-horses 
at Yakootsk, and travelling night and day, we passed 
_ Irkootsk, the capital of Eastern Siberia, on December 
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6th. On tlie 30th we crossed the Russian frontier, and I 

on January 3d, after ten weeks of incessant travel, we I 

caught sight of tlie glittering domes of Moscow, and | 

closed forever the book of our Siberian Experience. | 

I 
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Sampson Low and Oo/s 


The Geritle Life Series. 

Printed in Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, forming 
suitable Volumes for Presents, 

Price Gs. each; or in calf extra, price 10s.' &cL 


,ys in aid of the Foiuuation of 

lewomen. Nintli Edition, : 
of the noblest 'and truest order, The. 
at may be, done by honest rmson. high , 
. little compendium of cheerful philo- 


TUB GENTLE LIFE. Essaj 

Character of Gentlemen and Qentk 
“JJis notion of a gentleman is i 
' vohme is a capital specimen of icha 
feeling, ami cultivated inteUect. A 
Sophy." —DuMy News. "• Deserves 
ciradatcd in every /iOMse.”~Chainl)£ 


ABOUT IN THE WOELD. Essaj-s by the Author of “ The 

Gentle Life.” 

“ It is not easy to open it at any page xriihovi finding some happy idea," 
— Morning Post. 

III.' ■■■■•■ 

LIKE UNTO CHRIST. ■ A now translation of the <‘De Imita- 
tione Cliristi,” usually nseribed to Thomas d Kempis, With a Vignette 
from an Original Drawing hy Sir Thomas Lawrence, Second Edition, 

“ Evinces independent scholarship, a, profound feeling for the original, 
and a minute attention to delicate shades of expression, xchich may leeil 
make it acceptable even to those ivhn can enjoy the xrork xcithout a trans- 
lator’s «t£/,— Nonconformist. “ Could xiot be. presented in a ■more exquisite 
form, for a nwx-e sightly volume mas never seen."— Illustrated London 
News * 


FAMILIAR WORDS. An Index Verborum, or Quotation 

Handbook. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become emljedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged Edition. 

“ Should be on every library table, by the side of ‘ Eoget’s Thesaurus,’ ” 
— Daily News. “ The mo.si extensive dictionary of 'quotation u-e have 
met Notes and Queries. “ Will add to the author’s credit with 

all honest xvorkex's ." — Examiner. . 


ESSAYS BY MONTAIGNE. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
Annotated by the Author of “ The Gentle Life.” With Tiguelte I’ortrail. 
Second Edition. 

“ We should be glad iftmy xvords of ours coxdd help to bespeak a large 
circulation fur i'his htmdsume nftx-aciire bonk ; and xvho can refuse Ms 
homage to the good-hxmwxired industry of the editor ," — Illustrated Times. 


THE COUNTESS OF PKMBROKE’S ARCADIA. Written 

by Sir Philip Sidney. Edited, wit h Notes, hy the Author of“ The Gentle 
Life.” Dedicated, by permission, to the 35arl of Derby. 7s. dd. 

” All tire best things in the Axradia ax-e retained intact m Mr. Friswell's 
edition, and enexi brought into greater prominence than in the ox-iginat, by 
the curiailxneni of ,soxne of its inferior portions, and the omimoxi of most ufi 
Us eclogxies and other metrical dixp'css ions ," — Examiner, 



List of Publications. 


.. ■ ■■VII. .■■■: 

THE GENTLE LIFE. Second Series, Third Edition. 

There is not a ninrjle. thowikt in the volume that does not cmdrilute in 
S07w: mmsura to the foi'iiiicfinn of a true Daily 

'■■These charming collection of essmjs’’—'lianAoalle:\'i&\y, 

vnr. 

VAKIAs Rpadii^gs from Rare Boohs, Reprinted, by permis- 
sion, ft’om the A^jc/rf^fpr, &c. 

“ T'he hnnhs discifssed in this ralume are no less vttlmble. than ihcij are 
rare. lmt life is tiot long cimigh to frllmc a reader to wade through such 
thick folios, and thn-tfdre the' compiler is e.nlitlrd. to the gratitude of the 
puNia for laving sifted fhetr cottfenfs, and therelnj rendered i heir treasures 
avaddhie to the' gvnend reader, "—OhscrvBr. 


A CONCORDANCE OR VEitBAL INDEX to the whole of 
Milton’s Fcn;tii.’al tVorks. Coinprisins np'vanls of 20,000 Refrrenees. 
By Charles D. C’levelanii, LL.D. With Vipinette Portrait of Milton. 

*,* AfTards an iimnodiato reference to any jms-sage in any edition of 
• Milton’s Poems. 

'■ By the admirers of hJUton the hook will be. highly apprrcintcd, but its 
chief value will, if ice 'iiiistakc notjicfumd in the fact that if is a compact 
word-loot! of the. English /(on/en;//' Itficord. "An invaluable Index,, 
which the pullisho's huccdonca public iei vice in reprinting. " — Notes and 
Queries. 

THE SILENT HOUR; Essays, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of “ The Crentle Life.” Second Edition. 

“ Out of iwaity Essays five are from the Bliiar's pen, and he has se- 
lected the rest from the icrilings of Barnuo, Barter, Shcrtuck, jMimillon, 

Ditimtr, Biinctys, Jeremy Ttiyhr, Buskin, ami haak IVulian 

The volume is avowedly 'inmn't 'for Btovlay raiding,' mid those tvho have 
not access to the originals of great aitihors may ilo vfvsc on Binvlay or 
any other afternoon', thin fill back upon the ' Silent Hoitr’ und the golden 
words of Jeremy Taylor and Mas.'-lilon. All who 2'osscss the ‘ Gentle Life' 
shoidd ‘oiv'Ji this volume ." — Standard. 


ESSAYS ON ENGLISH WRITERS, for the Self-improto 

raent of Students in English Literature. 

“ The author has n distinct pitr/idse mid a proper and nohle milititn to 
V’in the young to the pure a ndunlte study <>f our ghrimu: Eagtish literature. 
The hook is too good iUtriusieaUy not to ronunand a iridu and imreasing 
cirnihdion.nnd its style is so jdensant and lively that it will find many 
remit rs aino/uj the educated classes, as well as nmimg self-helpers. To all 
(both men and wmicii) who hiwc neglected to read inid study tluir native 
literature wa innihl rertuinhj suggest the valtme. before us a's a fitting in- 
trorfwctifOT.”— Examiner. ' : . 

XII. 

OTHER PEOPLE’S WINDOWS, By J. Ilain EYiswell. 

•Second Edition. ■ ■ ■■ ■' 

“ The. chupici's are so lireh/ in themselves, so mingled with shrewd vine 
of human nature, so full of dlmtrative anivJotes, that the render cannot 
fail to he. amused. Written with vemarknhle power and effect, ‘ Other 
People’s Windows'' is distinguished by original and keen observation of 
life, as well as by lively and versatile potver of narration."— 'iloniinft Post. 



LITERATURE, WORKS OF REFERENCE, ETC, 

8 C0MPAIIAT1VE Grammar of the An_£>lo'Saxon 
Langnage. By Francis A. 8vo. clo^h, 8s. GcL 

The Origin and History of the English Language, and 
of the early litei-atn re it cmbralies. By the Hon. George P. 
Marsh, U. S. Minister at Turin, Author of “ Lectures on the English 
Language." 8vo. cloth extra, le.?. 

I.ectures on the Plnglish Lattguage; forming the Introdtuitory 
Series to the foregoing Work. By the same Author, Svo. Cloth, 1 (is. 
The English Catalogue of Boolts : giving the date of publication 
of every book publi'shetl from 1835 to 1863, in nildition to the title, size, 
price, anil publisher, in one alplialtet. An entirely new work, combining 
the Copyrights of the “London Catalogue” and tlie “ British Catalogue." 
One thick voinme of 90(i pages, half morocco. 4Ss. 

The Annual Catalogue of Books published during 1809 with Index 
of Subjects. ■ Svo. 5.s'. 

Index to the Subjects of Books pub]i.sbnd in the United Kingdom 
during the last Twenty Years— 1837-1857- Containing as many as"74,000 
references, under subjects, so as to ensure immediate reference to the 
books on the sulucct required, each giving title, price, jmhlisher, and 
date. Two valuable Appendices are also given— A, containing full lists 
of all Libraries, Collections, Series, and Miscellanies! — and B, a List of 
Literary Societies, Printing Societies, and their Issues. One vol. royal 
Svo. Morocco, U. 8s. 

*** Volume II. from 1857 in Preparation, 

Outlines of Moral Philosophy. By Dngald Stewart, Professor 
of Moral Philosophy in the University of F.diubnrgh, with Memoir. &e. 
By James MeCosh, LL.D. New Edition, 12ino. Ss. 8d. 

Art in England. Essays by Dutton Cook. Small post Svo. 

cloth, 6s. 

A Dictionary of Photography, on the Basis of Sutton’s Dictionai'y. 
Eewritten by Professor Dawson, of King’s College. Editor of the “ Journal 
of Photography;” and Thomas Sutton, B.A., Editor of “ Photograph 
Notes.” 8vo. with numerous IlluistrationS, 8s. 6tf. 

Dr. Worcester’s New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary of the 
English Langutige- Adapted for Library or College Reference, compris- 
ing 40,000 Words more than Johnson’s Dictionary. 4to. cloth, 1,834 pp. 
price 31s. 6fL well bound. 

“ The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligence; hut noth 
Webster it is diligence in combination with faiicifulness,— with Wor- 
cester ill combination with good sense and judgment, Worci ster’s is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pi’onounced the best existing English 
Lexicon.”— 

Tanclmitz’s Pocket Dictionary of the English and Gorman and 

GtTmfln and Anjrhs/i Languages, By J. E. We.sseley. S.s. 

jdf.so, uniform, 

Tuiiclinitz’s Pocket Dictionary of th if English and French and French 
and Engli-sh Languages. By J. E, We.sseley. 2, s'. 

Tanchiiitz’s Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italinn and Italian 
and English L.angnages. By J. E. We.sseley. Its. 

Latin-English Lexicon. Now edition, with additions and enr- 

rections. By B. A. Andrews, LL.D. 18,s. 

Elements of International Law. By Henry Wheaton, LL.D. 

Eighth Edition, 30s, 




List of Publications. 


I'lie rublisliora’ Circular, and General lie<>or(l of British and 

Poruipi literature ; giving- n trunsmpt of tlie title-page of every -work 
published in Great Britain',' and every work of interest published abroad, 
with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Puldisiieul regularly on the lat and 16th of every Month, nntl forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on pajmentof 8s. per annum. 

A Ciitaloguc of a Selection of AVorks in the French, German, 
Italian, Spanish, and other Languages that Me.ssrs. low and t’o. keep 
in Stock, to which is added a List of Graiumnr.s and Dictiouarieh for tlie 
useof linglish Students in AngloT.SujJon, Arahic, Chinese, Banish, Dutch, 
Preneh, Gei’iniui, Greek, Ileilriuv, leelandie, Italian, Latin, I'ortiiguesp, 
Jlusdan, SunskT’it, Spanish, Swedish, Syriac, which tliey will have 
pleasure in i'orwurding, post free, on receipt of Address with stHtnii. 

Low’s Mitnthly Biilletiii of AmevictTn and Foreign Puhlicatioiis, 

Torwardud regularly, Subscription av. dif. per annum. 

The Charities of London, By Sampson Low, Jxni. Com- 
prising au Account of upwards of SWO Institutions chiefly in London 
and its Vieiidty. A Guide to the lieuevolent ajid to the llufortmmte, 
to which is appended an Alphabetical Summary of the -whole, corrected 
to August, 1870, by Charles Mackeson, One vul. fcap., Sn., or the 
Appendix publislied separate as Low's lluiidhook to the Charities, clotli 
limp, l,v. M. 

Sir ,T. D. Coleridge on Coiwents, the Speeches of H.M. Solieitov- 
Generiil, containing all that may be eonsideretl of importanee in the 
lengthened Bxamiu'atifiu of Witnesses in the case of Baiirin r. Stai'r. 


Prince Albert’.s Golden Precepts. Secwid Edition, with Photo- 
graph. A Memorial of tlie Prince Consort ; comprising Slaxinis and 
Extracts from Aiidresses of Hi.s late Koyal Highness. Many now for 
the first time collected and carefully arranged. With an Index. Royal 
Itoo. beautifully printed on toned paper, cloth, gilt edges, 2s. dd. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven; Thitughts in Prose and Verse, se- 
lected from the Writings of favourite 'Authors; with Frontispiece after 
' Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap. Svo. doth extra. Second Edition, 3s. tW, 
The Authorized English Version of the New Testament; with 
the various Readings from the most celebrated Manuscripts, iucludiiig 
the Sinaitie, the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS., in English. Witlt 
Notes by the Editor, Dr. Tischendorf. The whole revised and carefully 
collected for the Thousandth 'Vohime of Baron Tanchnitx's t’tdlcdion. 
Cloth fle.x1blc, gilt edges, 3s. ftf ; cheaper style, 2s. ; or sowed, Is. fW. 
The Origin and History of the New Testament. By Professor 

0. E. Slowe. 8to. Illustrated Edition, with nnmerons Facsiinile.s from 
Urigiunl MSS., Early Editions, &c. Price 10s. 6d, ; or without tire 
plates, ?,?, (id, - : . , 

The Hymnal Companion to the Book of Common Prayer. 
Edited by E. H. Bickersteth, M.A. The following Editirni.s havt- 
already been prepared , 

, s, d. . ■ A ", 

1. SmiilTtypo Edition, medium SSiDO. .... . 0 fj 

(To Clergymen direct, stitched, in paper covers, 
at :W, each, nett, per- 100 eopie.s. 

2. Second size tj'x-ie, .super-royal SSrao. . . , . . 10: 

3. Large type Edition, crown Svo. ... . . . . 8 .d 

4. Larue type Edition, with lutrodnction and Notes, 3 (S 

5. An Edition of Hymns, with accompanying Tunes. . 

(Ill vmiarattwi,} 
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The Daily Life of the Tasmanians. By James Bon wick. Illus- 


Latin Proverbs and Quotations, with Translations and Parallel 
Passages, and a copious English Index. By Alfred Henclersoii. Fcap. 
Itto., 530 pp., price l&s. 

"■ TliehookiSiii:esJtauldimaffine,the. best of the kind that haa yet been 
issued frum the pre.w.”— Exaw'iner. “ Be trust that /nrmi/ u'ill beindueM 
by the taste of good things that, ire hare given Hum to go to the book itself, 
which is well worth possessing .'’ — Spectiitor, “ A very handsome rolmne 
in its typographical externals, and a very useful companion to those who, 
when a. giwtation is aptly mmJe, like to trace it to its source, to dwell on 
the minutueof its apnlicatioKjand to find it iUustrated. with choice paraUel 
passages from English and Latin authors.” — Times. ‘’A book well worth 
adding to one’s library .” — Saturday Keview. 

Christendom, Sketched from History in the Light of Holy 

Scripture. By Charles Grirdlestone, M.A‘., 3.s'. 

Sermons by TIenry Ward Beecher, selected from Published and 

Unpublished Discourses. Svo., 8s. drf. 

BIOGRAPHY, TRAVEL, AND ADVENTURE. 

Last of the Tasmanians: a History of the Black 

War in Van Diemim’s Land, By Bonwirk, P.ll.Gr.S., 

fel Fellow of the Ethnological Society, lii;. (Sl£C, With numerous 
Illustrations, Ids. 


Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. By James Bonwick. 

small post 8vo. Cloth extra. 6s. 

The Autobiography and Reminiscences of John B. Gongh. 

8vp. Cloth, l2s. 

Notes in England and Italy. By Mrs. Nathaniel Hawthorne 

(Widow of the Novelist). Crown 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

The Bye-Ways of Europe. Visits by Unfrequented Routes to 
Remarkable Places. By Bayard Taylor, Author of “ Views Afoot.’’ 
2 vols, post 8vo. 16.S. 

The Life of Madame Guyon. By Professor Upham. With 

Portrait.- -tth edition, post 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

The Life of John James Audubon, the Naturalist, including his 

Romantic Adventures in the ba<-k woods of America, Correspondence 
with celebrated Europoaii.s, &e. Editoal, from materials supplied by his 
widow, Ijy Robert Buchanan. 8vo, With portraits, pri(!e l.is. 

A readable book, icifh many interesting and some thrilling pages in 
it .” — Atheiiwnm. '• Erom first to Inst, the limgrttphy teems infh interesting 
adventures, with amusing hr perilous incidents, xiith curious gossip, with 
picturesque description.” — Daily News. 

Leopold the First, King of the Belgians; from xmpxibli shod 
doeuments, by Theodore Juste. Translated liy Robert Black, M.A. 
Bound, coiniilete in one vol lime. With portraits. 16.s'. 

“ A readable biography of the wise and good King Leopold is certain to 
be read in England ." — Daily News. “ A more important cantribution to 
historiml litirature has not for a long irhile been furnished." — Bell’s 
Messenger. “ Of great value to the future hisinrian, mid will interest 
politicians even now.” — Spectator, “ ''J’he. subject is of inta'c.st, and the 
story is narrated without excess of enthusiasm or dejiredation. The trails- 




lotion hy Mr. IBlark. is exoaded with mredness, yH ?iiit mflwtd a tjran'- 
ful east;. This end is nat o/fen uttained in tmnskdions sa nearly vcr hulas 
this; the hook itself deserves to become popular in England .” — ,4 f.lienwnm. 

Reiiiarlcable Life and Discoveries of Sebastian Cabot, of Bristol, 
tlie Fonurier of Great Britain’s Maritiinfi Power, Discoverer of America 
and its Fii'sl Coionizer, JJy J, F. NicliolJs, City Lii)riiriiin, Bristol. 
Srjunre crown fevo. ja-iuted iit the Chiswick Press, with Marginal Notes, 


Our New Way IJniinfl the World. Two Years of Travel by 

Charles Garlelon Coffin. 8vo., with 100 Illustratiuns and MiijjS, 12 j!, “ 

TJie Heart of the Oonlinent. By Fitz-Ilugh .Lttdbiw. Willi 

, Illustrations. 8vo. cloth, Ife 

Seven Eventful Yimrs in Paraguay, a Navytitive of Persontil 
Etcperieiice ainong the Piirngiiabuis. Bv G, F. Sliistcnnnii. 2nd 
Edition, with Map, G.s. . ’ 

Thn Life itf Daniel Webster. By George Tieltiirir Curiis, 

2 vols. Svo, cloth, !’>6s, ' ■ ' 

Heminiscenoes tif Americti in 18G9. By Two Euglisbincn. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7*’. 6(1. 

Two Years Before the Mast and Tweiitv-ftuir Ycav.s After. An 
entirely New Edition of Mr. Daiiii’s Narrative extciitlfid. AVith Notes 
and Revisions. Copyright Edition. Fcop Svc>. Os, 

“ It would beimpertiwnreto praisesn well knoirnu bookrts Mr.IPma's, 
hut we may say that kts added chttph r to this nlition is of r try rare 
’’—Spectator, “.llcmeiabi r, d iras an timkrynidu'dr of Harvard 
University who served as a common seaman two years before the mast, and 
suho wrote about the best senionk in the K/ujlish. lnn!}Uiipr.''~~Iili\ Charles 
Dickens, at the Dinner to the Oxford and Harvard’Crows, Aug, *31. 

Plutarch’s Lives. An entirely new Library Kdition, carefully 
revised and corrected, with .some Original Trainslatioiis hy the Editor. 
Edited hy A. H. Clough, Esq. sometiihe Fellow of Uriel College, Oxford, 
and lute Professor of English Language and Literature at L'niversity 
College. 6 vols. Svo. cloth. 51. As, 

Social Life of tbo Chinese; a Dagnerreotypp of Daily -Life in 
China. Condensed from the Worls of the Uov. J. Doolittle, by the Rev. 
Paxton Hood. With above 100 Illustviitions. Post Svo. jirice 8s. 6(1, 

The Open Polar Sea : a Narrative of a Voyage of Discovery 
towards the North Pole. By Dr. Isaac L ITnycs, Ah entirely new and 
cheaper edition. With Iliustratious, Small post Svo. b\'. 

The Physical Geography f>f the Sea and it.s Metetmilogy ; or, the 
Ecoumny of the fica aud its Adaptations, its Salts, its Watcr.s, its Climfttta, 
its Inhaiiitiiiits, and whatever there may beofgcueral interest in its Com- 
mercial Uses or Industrial Pursuits. By Connnander M, h'. Maury, LL.D, 
New Edition. With Charts.' post Svo. doth extra, price d.v. 

Captain Hall’-'^ Life with the I'lsqititnanx. New ajtfl cheaper 
Edition, with Coloured Engravings and upwards of 100 WnmU'uts, With 
a Map. Price Is- 6d. doth extra. Forming the dicajje.sf and most popu- 
lar Edition of a work on Andie Life and Exploration ever publishca. 

Lost Amid the Fogs : Sketches of Life in Nowfnimdlantl, 

Enghnid’s Ancient Colony. By Lieut.-Col. R. B. M'Creu, Royal 



Samjison Low and Gods 


Christian Heroes in the Army and Navy, By Charles Holers, 

LL.D. Author of “ Lyi'a lk’itaiimea.” Grown Svo. 'S.?. tW. 

The Blank Country and its Green Border Land; or, Expedi- 
tions and Explorations round Birminpliiim, Wolverhampton, &-c. JSy 
Eliliu Bnrritt. Second and cheaper edition, post svo. On. 

A Walk from London to John O’Groats, and from London to 
the Laud’s End and Hack. With Notes by the Way. By Elihu linrritt. 
Two vols. priee 6s. eaeh, with Illu.stratious. 

The Lectures and Speeclie;-; of Eli hu Burritt. Ecap. 8vo. cloth. Os. 
Notes on Yachts. By Edwin Brett. With Eronti.siiicce drawn 
by John Erett, and , engi'aved by .T. D. Cooper, Feap. eloth, 6s. 

A Day by the Fire, and other Papers. By the late Leigh Limn. 

Feap. cloth extra, gilt top, Gs. 6(L 

A Thou.sand Miles in the Bob Boy Canoe, on Rivers and Lukes 

of Biiimpe. Sixth edition, is. Qd. 

The Bob Roy on the Baltic. A Canoe Voyage in Norway, 

Sweden, &c. 5s. 

Tho Voyage Alone; a Sail in the “ Yawl, Rob Ro}’.” By John 

IVI'Gregor. With Illustrations. Price Os. 

« NEW BOOKS FOR YOUMG PEOPLE, 

ILD Life under the Equator. By Patd Du Chaillu, 
Author of " Discoveries in Equatorial Africa.” With 40 
Original Illustrations, price 6s. 

“ A/, du Cliaillu's name will be a sufficient guarantee for the interest, of 
Wild Life under the Ju/uutnr, which, /w has narrated for yoimg 'people m 
a very rmduble volume .” — 'I’imes. “ M.. Du Chaillu proves a 'good writer 
for the young, and he has skilfully utilized his experience fur tiieirbmefit.'' 
— liconomist. 

Also by the same Author, uniform. 

Stories of the Gorilla Country, 36 Illustrations. Price 6s. 

Lost in the Jungle. Numerous Ilhistrations. 6s. 

Cast Away in the Cold. An Old Man’s Story of a Young Man’s 
Adventure.s. By the Author of “• The Open Polar Sea.” Wfth Illua- 
trations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, price 6,v. 

“■ The result is delightful. A story of adventure of the most telling 
local colour and detail, the most exciting danger, and ending with the most 
natural and effective escape. There is an air ofvtraeifij and reality 
about the tide which Civpt, Hayes crmld senreeiy help givintj to an Arctic 
adventure of any idnd. There is great vivadtg mid picturrsepienes^ in 
the^ style, the illustrations are udwirahlo, and 'there is a noreltg in the. 
‘ denouement' which greatly enhances the 'pleasure with which ive lay the 
book down. This stinn/ of the. two Arctic Om.soes wilt loni/ remain one of 
the most powerful of chililren’s stories, as 'it assuredly de'serves to be one 
of the nwst popular .” — Spectator. 

Tho Autobiography of a Small Boy. By the Author of " School 

Days at Saxonhurst.” Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5s. 

Also •now ready. 

Alwyn Morton, his School and hi.s Schoolfellows. .5s. 

Stanton Grange; or, Life at a Tutor’s. By the Rev. C. J. Atkinson. T\s. 


List of Pvhlicatiom. 




The Story of a Bad E(.iy— not a rtry Bad Boy. By I’Koinas 
Bailey Aldrich. With 30 Ilhistvations. Small post 8vo. cloth, pvice 5s. 
I^ost; or, Wliat Came of a Slip from Honour Bright. By Rev. 

J. C . Atkinson. Sjnall post 8vo. with Illnstriitious, cloth extra, price ns. 

The Silver Skates; a Story of Holland Life. By Mrs. M. A. 

Dodge. Edited by W. H. Q. Kingatoai , Illustrated, cloth extra, 3s, M. 
Lif<i amoiifrst the North and South American Indians. By 
George t'atlin. And Last Ilainblea amongst the Indians beyond thV 
Rocky Alonutains and the Andes. With numerous Illustmtions by the 
Author. 3 vols. .small post 8vo. 5s. each, cloth extra. - 

“ uin odmirnble boob, full of ustful wformotim, wmpt up in ffories 
pendt'trh/ mhipfed io rotixr the imitymititm und xfintuMe the curioeiti/ of 
boi/s and i/iriA To etnnpitre a hooTc U'iih ‘ Jlobinson Cfusue.,’ und to s./p 
t.h'nt it ehstuuis such amipnrkon, is to giro it high praise md(cU ." — 
Athenceura. ' 

The Vfjyatre of f.Iie Constance; a taio of tlie Polar Seas. By 
Mary" Gillies. With 8 Illaslrations by Charles Keene. Reap. 3,v. (id. 
Our Salt and Fresh Water Tutors; a vStory of that Good <Jid 
Time -Our School Days at the Cape. Edited by W 11. G. Ki«g.ston. 
With Illustraticms. price 8x. tld. ^ , , 

‘‘ One of the b!\<;t books of the kind that the seirsnn. hns given us. This 
little book k to be eonimeiidul ic,trH)/y.”— Illn.stnited Times, 

The Boy’s Own Book of Boats. A Doscriptirm of every Craft 
that sails nomi the waters; and how to hlake. Rig, and fia'il Model 
Boats, by W, II. G. Kingston, with numerous Illuatrations by E. M'eedon. 
Second edition, enlarged. Feap. 8vo. 3.s’. Cid. 

“• This well-written, Kolkiorought book." — .dtheuffiiim. 

Also by the same Author, 

Ernest Bracebridge or, Boy’s Own Book of Sport.s. ,3,c. tht. 

The Fire tshipg. A Story of the Days of Lord Cochrane. 5s. 

The Cruise of the Frolic.’ 5,'!. 

Jack Buutliue: the Life of a Sailor Boy, iis. 

"What are the ^tavs? a Treatise on Astmnora}' for the Yoiinit. 
By M, E. Storey Ls'iu. Fciip. 8to. with numerous I'llustratiuns. Clothj 
. extra, gilt edges, ’.Is. fid. 

Phenomena and Laws i>f Heat : a "Voluiru? of Marvels of Science. 
By .dchille Casin. Translated and Edited by Elihn Rich. With 
numerous Ilhistratious, . Fcap. 8vo, price 5, «. 

Also, uniform, same, price. 

Marvel.s of Optics, By F, Marion. Edited and Translated by C, M’, 
Qmn. With 70 Illustrations. 5s. 

Marvek of Thunder and Liahtning. By Di; Foiivielle. Edited by Dr, 
Full Ilf Illustrations. 5.?. 

Storip.s of the Great Prairie. Fruin the Novels of J. F. Cooper. 

Illustrated, Pi’iee 5, s. 

Also, wti/urm, same ■price. 

Stories of the Wuoils, from the Advciitnrus of Leatlier-StfHikiiig. 

Stories of the Sea, from Cooper’s Naval NtO'fis. 

The Voyage of the Cimstauce, By Mary Gill ics. 3.!, fid. 

The Sw"i?.s Family Robinson, and Sequel. In I vol. 5s. ed. 

The Story Without an End. Translated by Sarah Austiu. 2s. (ki. 



Sa7nj>son Low and Co,^s 


BX:1jI.£S IjSTTHBS, faction, &c, 


gLD Town Tolks. Ey t,he Author of “ Uncle Tom's 
p Cabin.” New aini Cbeaiier Edition, With Froiitisi-ieiv by 
S Sidney P. Hall. Small.post Svo. cloth. 6s. 


“ 7’/iw sturi/ muxt make its wm/, us it is easy to predict it wdl, hj its in- 
trinsis merits." — Times. ^‘Aiinhel of /prat phirer and beauty, aim somi- 
t/iiiuj more than a mere narvl—vu: mum that it is irort/i thouijhifuL 
peoplehs readinrj. . . It is a finished iitarimj work, and will ivell repay the. 
readiiuj .” — Literary Chimdiman. 


Daisy Nichol. Lady Hardy. 


Hitherto: a idtor^' of Yesterday. By the Author of “The Gay- 

worthys,” &e. Second edition, 1 vol. ican. \ Shortly. 


Adventures on the Great Uimting-Grouuds of the World. From 
the Freuce of Victor Meunier. With additional matter, including the 
Duke of Edinburgh's Elephant Hunt, &c. With 22 Engravings, 
price 5.S. 

“ The hook fur all bays in whom the love of travel and adventure is 
stroHiji They will fiml here 'plenty to amuse them, mid much to instmct 
them besides." — Times. 


Ako, lately published, 

Golden Hair; a Tale of the Pilgrim Fathers, By Sir Lascelles Wrti.mll. 
2s, Qd. 

Black Panther ; a Boy’s Adventures amongst the Ecd Skins. By the 
same Author, as. CW. 


Jacob and Jo.seph, and tlie Lesson of their Lives for tho Younoj. 
By Elihu Biirrilt, Author of '• Old BnreheU’s Pockets, &t‘. ’ Numerous 
, Illustrations, price a.s. 6i/. 


Also beatdifuUy Illustrated : — 

Little Bird Red and Little Bird Blue. Coloured, 5.s. 
Snow-Flakes, and what they told the Children. Coloured, 5,?. 
Child’s Book of f.he Sagacity of Animals. 6s , ; or coloured, 7s. 6d. 
Childts Picture Fahie Book. 6s, ; oi’ coloured, 7s, 6d. 

Child’s Treasiiry of Story Bonks, os . ; or eolourod, 7s. Sri. 

The Nursery Playmate, tiOO Pictures. 5s.; or coloured, 9.s. 


Anecdotes of the Queen and Ihjyal Family of England. Collected, 
arranged, and edited, for the more especial use of Colonial Headers, by 
J. George Hodgins, LL.B , F.R.G.S., Deputy- Superintendent of Educa- 
tion for the Province of Ontario, With Illustrations. Price 5.S. 


Geogra]»hy for my Children. By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
■Author of “ Uncle 'X’oin’s Cabin,” Sec. Arranged and Edited by an Eng- 
lish Lady, under the Direction of the .Authoress. With upwards of Fifty 
Illustrations. Cloth extra, is. 6d. 


Child’s Flay. Illustrated with Sixteen Coloured Drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in fac-siinile by W. Dickes’ process, and ornamented 
with Initial Letters. New edition, with India piyier tints, royal Svo. 
cloth extra, bevelled cloth, 7s. 6d. The Original Edition of this work 
was published at One Guinea. 


Great Fun and More Fun for onr Little Friends. By Harriet 

Myrtle. With Edward Wehnert’s Pictures. 2 vols. each 5s. 


List of Publicatims. 
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Lorna Donne. A Romance of Exmoor. By R. D. Blaekmore. 

New edition, one volnrae, with froutispieeo, priee 6.<f. [Just ready. 

“■ ContimuiUy romiudu ns of the best of Scott's novels.— Bpecmoi, 

David Gray; and otlier Essays, chiefly on Poetry. By Robert 

Bueh,T.TiiUj. In one vol. feap. 8vo. piice 6s. 

The Book of the Sonnet; being Selections, with an Esisay on 
Sonnets anti Sonneteers. By the late Leigh Hunt. EditciL from the 
original M8. with AclcUtions, by S. Aihuna Lee, 2 vbls. priee 
Lyra Sacra Americana: Gems of American Poetry, .selected 
with Notes and Biographieal Sketches by C. D. Cleveland, L.0., Author 
of the " Milton Ooueonlauee.” ISmo., cloth, gilt edges. Price 4s. 6rf. 

Poems of the Inner Life. Selected chiefly from modem Authors, 

by permission. Bmiill post 8vo. fe. ; gilt .edges, ds; 6fi!. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast I’ablii, By Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, LL.D. Popular Edition, Is. Illustrated Edition, choicely 
printed, cloth extra, 6& 

The Professor-at the Breakfast Table. By Oliver Wendell Hulmes, 
Author of “The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table.’’ Cheap Edition, 
fciip. 8s. Bd. 

Bee-keeping. By “The Times ” Bee-master. Small post 8vo. 

numerous illustrations, cloth, 5s. 

The Blackbird of Baden, and Other Stories. By Robert 

Black, M. A. Price 65. ' ' 

Camp and Pireside Stories, and Hospital Sketches. By L. 1^1, 

Alcott. Fcap. Si'o. cloth, price ‘As. (id. 

Struggles and Triumphs, or Eorty Years Recollection of P. T. 
Ilaruum, written by hirnsclti with ’iiamerous Gharnetertstic Ilhistni- 
ti^is. Price 2.?. %d. 

Queer Little People. By the Author of “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” 

Pcap. Is. Also by the sime.' Author. 

The Little Foxes that Spoil the Grapes, 1.!. 

House and Home Papers, Ls. 

The Pearl of Orr’s Island, Illustrated by Gilbert, 5.'!. 

The Minister's Wooing. Illustrated by Phix, os. 

New and Cheaper Edition of “ A ktcro .Story.” By the Author 
of “Lady Grace,” “Twice Lost,” &c. third Edition, feup gvo. with 
Frontispiece by Sidney Hall. Ik. 

"A story (hot we strongly recommend otir renders iopromm . . . . Alto~ 
yefher it is a very ylcasant little hooli. spnrldiny tmd origimi, which no one 
‘will read without a good deal of enjoyment.'' — Guarduin. 

Silken Cords and Iron Eetters. By Maud Jeanue Franc. Small 

poatSvo.iSs. Also, by the same Author, . , 

Miii'iau ; or, the Light of Pome One’s Ilume. 

Emily’s Choice ! an Australian Tale. Af. 

Vermont Vale: or, Howe Pictures in Australia. 5s. 

Alinnie's Mission, a 'Pcsnperance, Story. 4s. 

Low’s Minion Series of Popular Books. l.s. each 

Tlu; Gates Aiur. ■ (I'lie original English Edition.) 

Who is He ; ■ ' 

The Little Preacher. 

. The Boy Missionary. . ^ : 
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The Slory of Foiu' Little Women: Meg-, ninl Amy. 

By Loui.sa M. Aicott.' Both Series cowjVcfe iu 1 voliuni!. itimo, cloth, 
gilt edptes. :Ss. (Ul. 

“ A bright, cheerful, healthy xtonj—with a tinge of f/toug/ifful grarity 
abemt it which remimh one df John Sunyrin. Jl/eg going to \ amty Fair 
in a efuepter written with great clecerness and ‘a 'pleasant humotir.”— 
Grnai’dian. 

Also, Entertaining Stories for Voung Ladies, 3s. M-. each, cloth, gilt edges. 
All Old- fasliioaod Girl. By L. M. Aicott. 

Helen Felton’s Q.nestiou ; a Bool? for Girls. By Agnes Wylde, 

F.aith Gartney’s Girlhood. By Airs. D. T. Whitney. Seventh tlionsand. 
The Gayworthys. By the same Author. '1 hud Edition. 

A Summer in Leslie GoldtUwuite’s Life. By the Siime Author. 

The Alasque at. Ludlow. By the Author of " Alary Powell.” 

Aliss Biddy Frobisher: a Salt Water Stovyi By the suaie Author. 
Selvaggio; a Story of Italy. By the same Author. .New Bdition. 

The Journal of a Wailing Gentlewoman. By anew Author, Ketv Kditioit. 
The Shady Side and the Sunny Side. Two Tales of New linglaud. 

Tauchnitz's English Editions of Gorman Authors. Eaeh volmno 

eloth flexible, 'Is. ; or sewed, Ls. 6t/. The folhnving iire now retuiy 

1. On the Heights. By B. Auerbach. 8 vohs. 

2. In the Year ’13. By Fritz Reuter. 1 voh 

3. Faust. By Goe.the. 1vol. 

4. Undine, and other Tales. By Fouqufi. 1 voh . 

6 L’Arrabiata. By Paul Heyse. 1 voh . 

6. The Princess, anil otlum Tales, By Heinrich Zsehokke. 1 voh 

7. Lessing’s Nathan the Wise. 

8. Hackliinder’s Behind the Counter, tran.slated by Alary Howitt. 

». Three Tales. By W. Hauff. 

10. Joachim v. Kamern ; Bitiry of a Poor A’oung Lady. By AI. Nathusius. ■ 

11. Poems by Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited by his daughter. 

12. Gabriel. From the German of Paul Heyse. By Arthur A-Iilman. 

13. The .Bead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Heyse. If 

14. Through Night to Light, by Giitakow... 

Low’s Copyright Cheap Editions of American Authors, com- 

prising Popular Works, reprinted by ari'angement-with their Authors 

1. Haunted Heartii. By the Author of “ The Lamplighter.” 

2. 'Phe Guardian Angel, By “ The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.” 

3. The Alinister’s Wooing, By the Author of " Uncle 'Tom’s Cabin.’* 

4. Views Afoot. By Bayard Taylor. 

6. Kathrina, Her Life and Aline. By J, G. Holland. 

0. Hans Blanker ; or, Life in Holland. By, Airs. l)odg-e. 

7. Alen, Women, and Ghosts. By AIi.ss Phelps. 

5. Society and Solitude. By Rulpli Wulde Emerson. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Phelps. 

10. An Old-fashioned Girl. By Louisa AI. Alcot-t. 

Each volume complete in itself, priee 1.?. &L euumelled flexible cover, or 
3s. cloth. 


LONDON: SAMrSON LOW, SON, AND MARSTOK, 

CROWN BUILDINGS, 183, FLEET STREET. 

English, and Foj'dgn, American, and Colonial Booksellers. 


Chiswick Pre-ss:— -Whittingham and Wilkins, Tooks Court, Chancery Lane.. 
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